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3[ntroDuction* 

By the Author of ' Chronicles of the Schbnberg- 

Cotta Family J* 



"If Y friend, Mrs. WiUiamson, in preparing for us one 
more of the interesting and helpful volumes in 
which she gathers for us good words from the 
undying voices of so many lands and ages, has asked 
me once more to introduce it by a few words of 
sympathy with the good work it has been given her 
to begin and to carry on so long among orphan boys 
and girls. 

It is delightful to see the little seed of twenty- 
one years ago developed into such fair fruit, and this 
again, as in all true growth, being fruit ^ whose seed 
is in itself,' suggesting and sowing similar happy and 
fruitful works in other directions. 

These last years have surely been years of more 
definite and entire devotion to various labours of 
love, among aU schools of Christian thought, and in 
all sections of the Church. And at the same time it 
is at once both inspiring and humbling to remember 
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that in all sucli visible work the deepest part is 
invisible, the truest workers are often those whose 
names least appear. The travail of soul and heart, 
by which hearts and souls are won and sustained, 
must ever be hidden. 

The good works which shine before men, and 
which it warms our hearts to hear of, are made 
possible by long preparation in the deep, hidden 
places of the life and of the heart. The costliest 
sacrifices are often made in the life which is called 
ordinary, because it is the divinely natural order. 
This also is exemplified in the life our dear friend, 
Mrs. Williamson, the more apparent fruit of her 
age being doubtless prepared by the quiet labours of 
her earlier days. And it is always inspiring and 
humbling to remember, touching those who aro 
called to the more visible good works, with a tendei. 
humility of judgment towards those whose duties lie 
in the common path, and encouraging those who are 
heavy laden with the ordinary and apparently im- 
fruitful burdens of life, by the inspiring hope that 
their apparently barren toils are ploughing furrows 
and sowing seed in the depths of the being which 
shall, when the right time comes, spring forth in 
wider service for the Church and for the world. 
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To my kind Friends and Helpers in the Widcomh Hill, 
and Claverton Down, Orphan Homes, 



Dear Friends, 

Now that the time of my departure camiot 
be far distant, having long outrun the term of three- 
score and ten years, I desire once more to ascribe 
praise to Him Whose * goodness and mercy ' have 
hitherto blessed and prospered our work, and at the 
same time to offer to you, my kind friends, the 
expression of my heartfelt gratitude for the steadfast 
and generous support which, for more than twenty 
years, has enabled me to rescue and train a not 
inconsiderable number of this world's most destitute 
and desolate children — the little Friendless Orphan. 

To you I still commend them for His sake, Who, 
whilst on earth, showed such tender pity for the 
lambs of the flock. 

It has for some time been on my heart to leave a 
little memorial of this, our united work, which might 
prove a pleasant reminder of the past to those who, 
whether out of their abundance or out of their poverty, 
have ministered to our necessities and shown their 
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sympathy and goodwill in supplying many of the 
needs of such a work. 

In pondering this subject, I did not know how 
I could offer anything more acceptable than a few 
utterances of the wise and good, ^ who being dead yet 
speak' to us; hoping that their wise coimsels and 
sweet comforts might cheer and refresh others, as 
ofttimes they have refreshed myself. These words 
I have attempted to arrange, so as to illustrate high 
and holy themes on which the Christian pilgrim loves 
to dwell They are selected from the rich mines of 
wealth stored up for all the sons of men who listen to 
'Wisdom as she stands in the high places, or cries 
aloud at the gates — at the entry of the city and at the 
coming in at the doors ; ' many are the tongues with 
which they speak, but all proclaim with one voice 
that ' God is Love,' that blessing^ not cursing ^ reigns 
above, that wisdom and mercy are all His ways, and 
that the one thing man needs is TrVrSt — trust hearty, 
full and free, in the Father through the Son. This 
will remove mountains of difficulty, and enable us to; 
wait till the Lord Himself shall explain things now 
beyond our reach. Meanwhile, let us look for the 
footprints of those faithful labourers who have ex* 
changed work for rest, and strive to follow them as 
they followed Christ. 
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If kind friends will accept, as it is intended, this 
humble tribute of grateful afPection, and it should 
prove a help to some gentle spirit in the dark and 
dreary day, my purpose will be fully accomplished. 

Commending all my dear fellow-labourers to the 
grace of God that is in Christ Jesus, while waiting 
for His glorious appearing, 

I remain theirs, in the best of bonds, 

J. W. 

Fairdofwey BaJth, 

I would take this opportunity to offer a word of 
grateful acknowledgment to those living authors 
from whose works I have quoted, and especially to 
Mr. Morley, for kindly allowing me to make use of 
his valuable work. Illustrations of English Religion; 
also to Mr. Bentley, for his courteous permission to 
avail myself of Mr. Saunders' interesting book, 
Evenings tcith the Sacred PoetSy and 'though last, 
not least,' to my dear friend Mrs. Sewell, who has 
ever been such a help and encouragement to us in 
our work, as fo so many others, and under whose 
approving eye these* pages have passed before going 
to press. 
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TF thou art merry, here are airs ; 

If melancholy, here are prayers ; 
If studious, here are those things writ 
Which may deserve thy ablest wit ; 
If hungry, here is food divine ; 
If thirsty, nectar, heavenly wine. 

Bead, then ; but, first, thyself prepare 
To read with zeal, and mark with care ; 
And when thou read'st what here is writ, 
Let thy best practice second it : 
So twice each precept read shall be. 
First in the book, and next in thee. 

Peter Heylyn, 1600. 
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Co tf)t Courteous Beatier. 



"PERHAPS you think me bold that dare presume 

to teach, 
As one that runs beyond his race, and rows beyond 

his reach ; 
Sometime the blind do go where perfect sights do 

fall, 
The simple may sometimes instruct the wisest heads 

of all. 

If needful notes I give that unto virtue tend, 
Methinks you should of rights vouchsafe your 

listening ears to lend; 
A whetstone cannot cut, yet sharps it well, we see. 
And I, though blunt, may whet your wit, if you 

attentive be. 

First, these among the rest, I wish you warely heed. 
That God be served, your prince obeyed, and friends 
relieved at need ; 



4 ^ ti^e Courteous Eea&er. 

Then look to honest thrift/ both what and how to 

have, 
At night examine so the day that bed be thought a 

grave. 

Seek not for others' goods, be just in word and deed, 
For got with shifts are spent with shame— beUeve 

this as thy creed ; 
Boast not of nature's gifts, nor yet of parents* name. 
For virtue is the only mean to win a worthy fame. 

Ere thou dost promise make, consider well the end. 
For promise passed be sure thou keep, both with thy 

foe and friend ; 
Threat not revenge too much, it shows a craven's 

kind. 
But to prevail and then forgive declares a noble 

mind. 

Forget no friendship's debt, imh to requite at least. 
For God and man, yea, all the world, condemns the 

ungrateful bea^t ; 
Wear not a friendly face with heart of Judas kiss. 
It shows a base and vile conceit, and not where 

valour is. 

Seek not to loose by wiles that law and duty binds, 
They be but helps of bankrupts' heads, and not of 
honest minds. 
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The motions of the flesh and choler's heat restrain, 
For heaps of harms do daily hap where lust or rage 

doth reign ; 
In diet, deeds, and words, a modest mean is best. 
Enough sufficeth for a feast, but riot finds no rest. 

And so, to make an end, let this be borne away, 

That Virtue always be thy guide, so shalt thou never 

stray. 

A. Boticher, 1560. 
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ITS GREAT LESSONS. 
^ To me to live is Christ.^ 

T^HE great lesson to be learned of life is to make 
tlie right choice — ^to refuse the evil and choose 
the good — to distinguish between them, and to prefer 
the one to the other. 



Capacity imfiUed is the opportimity of misery — the 

very nature and definition of want. 

South, 1631. 

QH ! square thyself for tise — a stone they may 
Fit in the wall is not left in the way. 

Be bold to bring forth fruit — though stick and stone 
At the fruit-bearing trees are flung alone. 

ArehbiBhop Trench, 
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THE HOLY SPIEIT'S WOBK. 

QUR Saviour was bom, crucified, and died for us, 
tliat by His death He migbt destroy death. 
And when His body, as the cluster of ripe grapes, was 
trodden in the win^ress of the cross, the HotySpirit 
was sent to prepare our hearts, that the new wine of 
His Divinity might be received into new bottles. 
First, that the heart should be made clean, that the 
wine poured in might not be polluted; and then sealed, 
that the wine poured in might not be lost ; that 
they might be purged from rejoicing in iniquity, 
made fast from rejoicing in vanity. For the good 
cannot enter till the evil retire. Rejoicing in iniquity 
pollutes — rejoicing in vanity loosens and spills. Re- 
joicing in iniquity makes a dirty vessel — rejoicing in 
vanity a leaky one. 

We rejoice in iniquity when we fall in love with 
sin, we rejoice in vanity when we fall in love with 
fleeting things. The spirit of the devil rejoices in 
iniquity, the spirit of this world in vanity. Cast out 
the evil that you may receive the good. 

St Augustine, 354. 

The earth was made for action, not fruition. 

Bishop Hall, 1674. 
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* FOLLOW ME.' 

yO YAGER on life's troubled sea, 

Sailing to Eternity, 
Turn from earthly things away ; 
Vain they are, and brief their stay : 
Chaining down to earth the heart, 
Nothing lasting they impart. 
Voyager, what are they to thee ? 
Leave them all and follow Me. 

Traveller on the road of life. 
Seeking pleasure, finding strife — 
Know the worid can never give 
Aught on which the soul can live. 
Grasp not riches — seek not fame — 
Shining dust, and sounding name I 
Traveller, what are they to thee ? 
Leave them all and follow Me. 

Wanderer from thy Father's home. 
Hasten back — thine errings own ; 
Turn — thy path leads not to heaven ; 
Turn— thy sins will be forgiven ; 
Turn — and let thy songs of praise 
Mingle with angelic lays. 
Wanderer, here is bliss for thee ; 
Leave them all to follow Me. 
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THE WOBTH OF LIFE. 

He most lives, 
Wlio tliinks most, feels the noblest, acts the best. 

Bailey, 

TTHE worth of our life is to be measured by its 
opportunities for activity in the path of the 
divine laws and purposes, and in that path freedom 
is found — the freedom without which there is no real 
life for the man. The measure of the worth of life 
is not the joy or misery foimd in the world, but the 
satisfaction that follows free and right activity. 
Pain and misery abound in the world ; and we know 
not why they should exist at aU. But amongst these 
thorns grow flowers of beauty for brave hands to 
pluck ; and valour and humility, and succouring love, 
may be learnt in the school of sorrow. Amid the 
jangle of many systems which rise and fall each 
hour (which have many critics, and not one 
thorough-going disciple), the practical spirit may 
at some time observe how the morality of Christ gives 
scope to free activity, to love divine and human. 

W, F. Bobertson, 
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LIFE AN ORDERED PLAN. 

T OFTEN remark, in reading the Kves of great men, 
bow God seems to use them as instruments to set 
forth some one great truth or aspect, some principle 
which their age seemed to have lost sight of, and 
which required to be prominently asserted. Thus 
we see in Luther the bold upholder of justification by- 
faith, in Calvin of GocCs free grace, in an age when 
£ome had overlaid these great truths by her works 
of merit, &c. Then, when men began to feel that 
sharply defined doctrinal statements could not satisfy 
all the longings of the himian heart, nor feed its 
himger, F^nelon and the large school of the mystics 
were raised up to teach, by example and precept, love 
and sympathy, which had been partly lost sight of in 
the stormy polemics of the preceding age. Later on, 
the Quakers were sent to denounce the luxury and 
pomp of the age, and to set an example of Christian 
simplicity in life and manners ; then Wesley came to 
enforce devotedness to God, and a stricter rule of life, 
and the realising h present, living, loving Father, Who 
watched over every event for the good of His children ; 
and Who, in an especial manner, was a prayer-hearing 
and prayer-answering^God — ^now so much questioned, 
or feebly realised. No one person, or age, seems to 
hold the rounded whole of truth, or at least to give 
it its due proportions ; but may not each have some 
little * coign of vantage ' to hold, to which he may 
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devote his whole energy and zeal, and be as f aitliful 

in Ids one talent as those to whom the ten have been 

committed, and as surely have the blessed Master's 

* Well done, good and faithful servant ! ' — though he 

may not have been sent forth to witness before kings, 

like Elijah or John the Baptist, but be among the 

hidden ones, only known by the Master Who gives a 

mission to all whom He sends into the world, on the 

faithful discharge of which our future happiness or 

misery depends ? Let no one say he can do nothing 

to forward the Kingdom, for whose coming we are 

taught daily to prai/, and bound therefore to strive. 

If, in great instances, we can clearly see a setting 

apart and fitting for some especial work, may we not 

believe that * He Whose ways are equal,' and Who has 

one rule for little and great, appoints to all some 

peculiar work for Him, and gives them the power 

and opportunity for its performance? 

What our work is can only be discovered by 

watching Ood's providential dealings mth us, and the 

way He is leading us, and following on in that track ; 

going forward hopefuUy and cheerfuUy, doing the 

work of each day * as to the Lord ' — * taking short 

views,' as Sidney Smith said, 

T, JSrskine. 
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LIFE NOT TO BE COUNTED BY DAYS, BUT DEEDS. 

'T^IS not the number of the lines on Life's fast 

filling page, 
'Tis not the pulse's added throbs, which constitute 

their age. 
Some souls are serfs among the free, while others 

nobly thrive; 
They stand just where their fathers stood, — dead, 

even while they live ! 
Others, all spirit, heart, and sense ; theirs the 

mysterious power 
To live, in thrills of joy or woe, a twelvemonth in 

an hour ! 
Seize, then, the minutes as they pass : the woof of 

life is thought; 
Warm up the colours, let them glow, by fire or fancy 

fraught. 
Live to some purpose ; make thy life a gift of use to 

thee! 
-A. joy, a good, a golden hope, a heavenly argosy ! 

•{< 

It seems to me 
'Tis only noble to be good ; 
Kind hearts are more than coronets. 
And simple faith than Norman blood. 
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ASPECTS. 

T IFE is but a weaiy chafing 

In the dusk, 'tween prison-bars ; 
Life is wending, climbing^ soaring. 
From the mountains to the stars. 

Work is but a lonely toiling. 
Thwarted oft, and oft in vain ; 

Work is from the Master-Builder, 
Granted, guided, sure of gain ! 

Joy is but a flickering gleaming. 

Fading slow to ashen grey ; 
Joy is quenchless sunlight, beaming 

Somewhere for us, night and day ! 

Brother, choose : Life, joy, and labour. 
All thy needs, and all desires. 

Seen as in the light of Tabor, 
Or the sparks of earthly fires P 

If, G, Taylor. 

TJE good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever ; 
Do noble things, not dream them all day long ; 
So making life, death, and that vast^br ecer. 

One grand, sweet song ! Kingdey, 



%itt. 15 



^HENE'ER a noble deed is wrought, 
Whene'er is spoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts, in glad surprise, 

To higher levels rise. 
The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls. 

And lifts us, unawares. 

Out of all meaner cares. LongfeUow. 



ANE by one the sands are flowing, one by one the 

moments fall ; 
Some are coming, some are going ; do not strive to 

grasp them all. 
One by one thy duties wait thee, — let thy whole 

strength go to each : 
Let no future dreams elate thee ; learn thou first 

what these can teach. 

Every hour that flits so slowly has its task to do or 

bear; 
Luminous the crown and holy, if thou set each gem 

with care. 
Hours are golden links, God's token, reaching heaven; 

but one by one 

Take them, lest the chain be broken ere thy pilgrimage 

be done. 

Adelaide A. Procter, 
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PSALM OF LIFE. 

1.IFE is real ! life is earnest ! and the grave is not 

its goal; 
* Dust thou art, to dust retumest/ was not spoken of 

the soul. 
Art is long, and Time is fleeting, and our hearts, 

though stout and brave, 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating funeral marches 

to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle, in the bivouac of 

life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! be a hero in the 

strife. 
Trust no Future, howe'er pleasant ! let the dead Past 

bury its dead ! 
Act — ^act in the living present, heart within and God 

o'erhead ! 
Lives of great men all remind us we can make our 

lives sublime. 
And, departing, leave behind us footprints on the 

sands of time. LmgfeUow. 

EiEsoLVE the best to do, 
Not weakly wish it only ! 
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How many mistake the Kmits of their could ! 



IJD^ILL makes the man ; yea ! they are men that do 
E'en as they will ; thought lending birth to deed, 
And purpose to achievement, as the seed 
Is big with th'harvest : ' Slowly/ say'st thou, * grew 
Blade, ear, and spiky cluster ; slowly, too. 
It ripened/ Be it so : the mighty law 
Of Nature's subtle process weU might awe 
Our curious spirits into silence ; few 
May read aright her marvels ; fewer still 
May shape themselves to her similitude, 
And patient in self-consciousness stand by, 
'Mid all the adverse signs of storm and sky. 
Secure in that invaluable mood. 
Which, daring wisely, dares but to fulfil. 

Will makes the man ; who carves not time and chance 

To his own bidding, until seeming ill 

Concur his cherished purpose to fulfil. 

Has yet to learn that his inheritance 

Lies in himself ; who waits on circumstance 

Will find that circumstance is only true 

To him who dares a noble aim pursue 

In her despite. Doth Fortune look askance 

On thee P She were not Fortune, did she wear 

The self-same aspect ever ; up and bear 

c 
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Thyself as of that hidden brotherhood. 
Those slips of the true Adam, whose rank life, 
Purged by adversity's sharp pruning-knif e. 
Becomes prolific of immortal food. 



T SLEPT, and dreamt that life was beauty : 

I woke, and found that life was duty. 
Was then the dream a shadowy lie P 
Toil on, sad heart, courageously. 
And thou shalt find thy dream to be 
Noontide of life and truth to thee. 

ly^HAT are we set on earth for ? Say, to toil ! 
Nor seek to leave thy tending of the vines 
For all the heat o' the sun, tiU it declines. 
And death's mild curfew shall from work assoil. 
God did anoint thee with His odorous oil 
To wrestle, not to reign ; and He assigns 
All thy tears, ever like pure crystallines. 
Unto thy fellows, working the same soil. 
To wear for amulets. So others shall 
Take patience, labour, to their heart and hand^ 
From thy hand, and thy heart, and thy brave cheer. 
And God's grace fructify through thee to all ! 
The least flower with a brimming cup may stand 
And share its dew-drop with another near. 

Mrs. Browning. 
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DANGER OF MAKING WEAKNESS AN EXCUSE 

FOB SINNING. 

W^HO seeks in weakness an excuse, Ms sins will 

vanquish never ; 
Unless he heart and mind renew, he is deceived for 

ever. 
The straight and narrow way, that shines to perfect 
day. 
He hath not found, hath never trod ; 
Little he knows, I ween, what prayer and conflict 
mean 
To one who hath the light of God. 

In what the world calls weakness lurks the very 

strength of evil, 
Full mightily it helps the works of our great foe the 

devil ! 
Awake, my soul, awake ! quickly thy refuge take 

With Him, the Almighty, Who can save ; 
One look from Christ, thy Lord, can sever every cord 
That binds thee now, a wretched slave. 

Know the first step in Christian lore is to depart from 

sin; 
True faith will leave the world no more a place thy 

heart within. 
Thy Saviour's spirit first the heavy bonds must 

burst, 
Wherein Death bound thee in thy need ; 
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Then, the freed spirit knows what strength He gives 
to those 
Who, with their Lord, are risen indeed ! 

Marpurger, ISth Century. — MUs Winkworth. 

* 

LIFE AN EARNEST THING. 

"pTJLL of VOWS and full of labour, 

All our days fresh duties bring ; 
First to God, and then our neighbour. 
Christian life is an earnest thing. 

Onward, ever onward pressing. 

Yet untried as angel's wing ; 
Believing, doing, blest and blessing. 

Christian life is an earnest thing. 

JACTURA VITiEI 

\y H AT a deal of cold business doth a man mis- 
spend the better part of his life in ! In scat- 
tering compliments, tendering visits, gathering and 
venting news, following feasts and plays, making a 
litde winter love in a dark comer. 

BenJonson, 1637. 
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OF A HAPPY LIFE. 

TTAPPY is that man that eats only for hunger, and 
drinks only for thirst ; that stands upon his own 
legs, and lives by reason, not by example ; and pro- 
vides for use, not for ostentation and pomp. 

Seneca, Ist Century, 

* MY BIRTHDAY I ' 

* Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy yovth, while 
the evil days come not, nor the years draw nigh when 
thou shalt say, I have no pleasure in them.^ 

ItTT birthday ! ' What a different sound that word 

had in my youthful ears ! 
And how each time the day comes round, less and 
less white its mark appears. 
When first our youthful years are told, 
It seems like pastime to grow old ; 
But as we coimt the shining links 
That time around us binds so fast, 
We little dream how hard this chain shall press at 
last. 

Vain was that man, and false as vain, who said, 'Were 

he ordained to run ' 
His long career of life again, ' he would do all that 

he had done.' 
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Ah! 'tis not thus the voice that dwells in silent 

birthdays speaks to me, 
Far otherwise of time it tells, lavished unwisely, 

carelessly. 

Of counsels mocked, of talents made haply for high 

and pure designs, 
But oft like Israel's incense laid upon unholy earthly 

shrines ; 
Of wandering after love too far. 

Of nursing many a wrong desire, 
And taking every meteor fire 
That crossed my pathway for her star. 

All this it tells. — Could I retrace 
With power, to add — retouch — efface. 
How little of the past would stay. 
How quickly all should melt away ! 
All but that freedom of the mind. 

Which hath been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships in my boyhood twined. 

And kept till now unchangingly. 
And that dear home, that saving ark, where Love's 

true light at last I've found. 
Shining within, when all grows dark and comfortless 
and stormy round. 

T. Moore, 
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MABTHA AND MABY. 

"PL A ME not a sister, if her way 
Of seeking God 's not thine ; 
Chide not if she at home will stay, 
Nor in thy good work join. 

O'er heath and hill, from door to door, 

Go thou, and seek, and find 
His praise. Who yet may praise her more. 

Whom thou dost leave behind. 

Bishop Hinds, 

THE WOETH OF HOURS. 

QO should we live that every hour 

May die, as dies the nat'ral flower, — 
A self -reviving thing of power ; 

That every thought and every deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed ; 

Esteeming sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develop, not destroy, 
Far better than a barren joy. 

H, M, Milnes, 



* 



24 %iU. 



COMMON PBAYEB. 

J^LMIGHTY GOD, Who alone canst order the 
unruly wills and affections of sinful men ; 
Orant unto Thy people, that they may love the thing 
which Thou commandest, and desire that which Thou 
dost promise ; that so, among the sundry and manifold 
changes of the world, our hearts may surely there be 
fixed, where true joys are to be found; through Jesus 
Christ our Lord. Amen. 
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TITAN'S life's a book of history. 
The leaves thereof are days. 
The letters, mercies closely joined. 
The title is Thy praise. 
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' Able to make thee wise unto salvation through faith 
which is in Christ Jesu>s,* 

•gCRIPTURE/ says Coleridge, * received by a 
heart answering to the Divine Word which, 
speaks through it, is a stronghold of spiritual life 
from which no attacks of infidelity can ever drive 
the faithful Christian. The soul to whose depths it 
has once spoken answers back out of its depths with 
a conviction of its own that surface criticisms have 
no power to shake.' He said of 

THE BIBLE: 

* TN every generation, and wherever the light of 
revelation has shone, men of all ranks, conditions, 
and states of mind, have found in this volume a cor- 
respondent for every movement towards the Better, 
felt in their own hearts. The needy soul has found 
supply, the feeble a help, the sorrowful a comfort ; 
yea, be the recipiency the least that can consist with 
moral life, there is an answering grace ready to enter. 
The Bible has been found a spiritual world — ^spiritual. 
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and yet at the same time outward and common to 
all. You in one place, I in another, all men some- 
where or at some time, meet with an assurance that 
the hopes and fears, the thoughts and yearnings that 
proceed from, or tend to a right spirit in us, are not 
dreams of fleeting sing^ularities, no voices heard in 
sleep, or spectres which the eye suffers but not 
perceives. 

*In the varied contents of the sacred volume 
the hungry have found food, the thirsty a living 
spring, the feeble a staff, and the victorious warf arer 
songs of welcome and strains of music ; and as long 
as each man asks on account of his wants, and asks what 
he wants, no man will discover aught amiss or deficient 
in the vast and many-chamhered storehouse^ 



TyHEN thou goest, it shall lead thee ; when thou 
sleepest, it shall keep thee ; when thou awakest 
it shall talk with thee.' 



That best book for the day of health, that only book 

for the hour of adver.ity. 
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•LET THE WORD OF CHRIST DWELL IN YOU.' 

T.ET the Scriptures be known to you, not merely as 
the formal acquaintance whom you are to visit 
on set days, but as the companions to whom you are 
to look for pleasure and profit every day. Let the 
books of Moses be so, though they wear the aspect 
of a schoolmaster, and a severe one ; still it is only 
to bring us to Christ. They teach us lessons, painful 
it is true, but necessary ; they tell us of God's 
wonderful power in creating man after His own 
image, and of man's weakness, scarcely less aston- 
ishing, in suffering it to be defaced ; but, more than 
all, the law of Moses awakens us to the unutterable 
holiness of Him Who will be worshipped * in spirit 
and in truth,' and the first and the tenth command- 
ments, the Alpha and Omega of the moral law, speak 
out in the voice of the trumpet, waxing long and 
loud over the thunders of Sinai ; they join the Christ- 
ian in his earUest adoration, and we hear them saying 
to our Father, 'Hallowed be Thy Name.' Let the 
prophets, under which are included the psalmists, be 
familiar to you, for they, too, are the Word of Christ, 
and * to Him give ail the prophets witness : ' whether 
with Daniel, in the longing hope of slaves and exiles, 
they are reckoning up by weeks the years that are 
to bring them a deliverance ; or looking in upon Him, 
with Micah, in His humble cradle at Bethlehem ; or 
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in strong indignation, with Zechariali, counting down 
the goodly price at which He was valued ; or with 
David and Isaiah, His kinsmen, standing afar off to 
watch the closing hours of His life on Calvary; 
whether they are welcoming the meek and lowly King 
of the Jews into Zion, or the Desire of all Nations 
into His second temple ; still, like Elias in the trans- 
figuration, it is with Jesus they are talking ; and the 
spirit of their language to Him is, *Thy kingdom 
come.' But above all, let the New Testament Scrip- 
tures be familiar to you, for there is the living Word 
of God become flesh, and dwelling among us ; there 
are the gracious promises which He made to us, 
'when the Spirit of the Lord was upon Him' to 
preach deliverance to the captives, and proclaim the 
year of our acceptance with God ; there the great 
type of the law is fulfilled in His death, and the 
sign of the prophets in His resurrection ; and there 
only can we Gentiles find assurance of the Holy 
Ghost being upon us equally with the favoured 
people, to help us in following our Lord's example, 
in doing God's will on earth, as it is done in heaven. 

THE PSALMS. 

"WE learn, from the experience of the centuries, how 

precious a relic the minstrel-monarch of Israel 

bequeathed to the Church, in his Psalms. We are 
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told that Sir Patrick Hume beguiled the weary 
hours of his imprisonment by repeating to himself 
Buchanan's version of the Psalms, which he had 
conmiitted to memory. Augustine was consoled on 
his conversion, and on his death-bed, by their sweet 
solace ; and Chrysostom, Athanasius, Savonarola, and 
many others like them, were cheered and sustained 
thereby amid sore persecution. How many, like 
Policarp, and Jerome of Prague, or Jewel and 
Melancthon, expired with the words of a psalm upon 
their lips ? The sixty-eighth Psalm cheered Crom- 
well's soldiers to victory at Dunbar ; and others 
formed the basis of the brave war-lyrics of the 
heroic Luther. 

David, it has been beautifully said, *has be- 
queathed us so many Psalms in which the waiting, 
contrite soul, of ages so remote, and races so diverse, 
as ours from his, find a fuller and fitter expression of 
their aspirations and their needs, than all the piety 
and genius of intervening ages have been able to 
indite. Yes, this untaught shepherd-son of Jesse, 
this leader in many a sanguinary fight, this man of a 
thousand faults, knew how to sweep the chords of the 
human heart, as few or none have ever touched them 
before or since, — to take that heart, with all its 
frailty, its error, its sin, and lay it penitently, plead- 
ingly, at the footstool of its Maker and Judge, and 
teach it by what utterances, in what spirit, to implore 
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forgiveness and help. Other thrones have their suc- 
cessions, — dynasties, their races of occupants ; but 
David reigns unchallenged king of Psalmody till 
time shall be no more/ 

* How strange it seems, to fall upon these wonder- 
ful lyrics in the Psalms of David, singing to us out 
of the rude ages of the past, where we naturally ex- 
pect harshness and severity ! How wonderful that 
our age should go back to this old warrior to leam 
tenderness ! — that the most exquisite views of Divine 
compassion should spring forth from the world's un- 
trained periods; — from Moses, the shepherd and 
legislator of the desert ; and from David, the sweet 
singer of Israel, whose hand was mightiest among 
the mighty, whether laid upon the strings of the bow 

or the harp.' 

F, Saunders. 

"HAVID has left no sweeter Psalm than the short 
twenty- third. It is but a mom ent's opening of the 
soul ; yet in it are emitted truths of peace and con- 
solation that will never be absent from the world. 
It is the nightingale of the Psalms : it is small, of a 
homely feather, singing shyly out of obscurity ; but 
oh ! it has filled the whole world with melodious joy 
greater than the heart can conceive. It has charmed 
more griefs to rest than all the philosophy of the 
world ; it has poured balm and consolation into the 
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hearts of the dying. Nor will it fold its wing till 

the last pilgrim is safe, and time ended, and then it 

shall fly back to the bosom of God, from whence it 

issued.' 

H, W, Beecher, 

* SPEAK, LORD, FOR THY SERVANT HEARETH.' 

gPEAK, for Thy servant heareth, Lord!' How 

varied are the ways, 
Whereby Thy wisdom, my God ! the truth to man 

conveys ! 
'Tis Thine to make Thy will be known by many a 

speaking sign. 
Thy will howe'er revealed, to heed with answering 

heart, be mine. 

Thou speakest in creation's works where'er I gaze 

abroad, 
In Nature's miracles I hear the voice of Nature's 

God: 
I hear Thy voice of bounteousness breath'd in the 

silent shower ; 
And in the awful thunder-storm I hear Thy voice of 

power. 

Thou speakest in this chequer 'd scene of human joys 

and woes. 
Where restlessness is twin to guilt, to holiness repose 
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And oft, though clouds of mystery perplex my feeble 

sight, 
I hear Thee say that Thou art good, and all will yet 

be bright. 

Thou speakest in Thy Book, with words man's elo- 
quence above ; 

I hear Thee of affection tell, surpassing woman's love ; 

Of sinners from destruction saved, of blood in ransom 
given. 

Of faith by charity matured, and hope that rests in 
heaven. 

Thou speakest in the secret heart, 'mid vice and 

foUy's din, 
The whisper of the still small voice I hear my breast 

within; 
And when my feet would turn aside, I hear my 

Guardian say, 
Bight onward for the narrow gate, right onward 

hold the way. 

Speak, Lord, Thy servant heareth Thee : nor sound I 

crave, nor sight. 
Which rapt Thy chosen seers of old in visions of the 

night; 
But to my watchful eye be still, Thy works. Thy 

word displayed. 
With Thy Vicegerent in my breast, informed by 

Thee, to aid. 
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And when by conscience' inward voice Thou wouldest, 

Lord, be heard, 
Or by Thy works of providence, or by Thy living 

word; 
From earth's obstructions purify my not unwilling 

ear. 
And grant that what Thou speakest thus, Thy servant's 

soul may hear. 



TEACHING OF SCBIPTURE. 

QCRIPTXJRE seems to me to teach, as plainly as 
words can teach, that there are those whom God 
hath chosen in Ohrist out of mankind, to bring by 
Christ, not to Christian privileges only, 'but to everlasting 
salvation, as vessels made to honour.' Let me, how- 
ever, add in the words with which Bishop Temple 
closes his learned and temperate exposition of the 
Seventeenth Article, — ' It is well for us, disregarding 
mere human authority and philosophical discussions, 
to strive to attain the simple sense of the Saints of 
God. But it is not well, when we have satisfied our- 
selves, to condemn those who may disagree with us ; 
these do not, perhaps, so much need acuteness and 
subtilty, as humility and charity.' ^.^ ^ ^^^^^ 



* 
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VPHE grace of God in the heart of man is a tender 
plant in a strange, unkindly soil ; and therefore 
cannot well prosper and grow without much care and 
pains, and that of a skilful hand, and which hath the 
art of cherishing it. For this end hath God given 
the constant ministry of the Word to His Church, 
not only for the first work of conversion, but also for 
confirming and increasing of His grace in the hearts 
of His children. Archbi^kap LdghJUm. 

A RCHBISHOP WHATELY says : ' My hetero- 
doxy consists chiefly in waiving a good many 
subtle questions agitated by various "ans," and 
"ites," and "ists," and in keeping clear of sundry 
metaphysical distinctions relative to the mode of 
existence of the Divine and the human mind, which are 
beyond my comprehension, and which I am disposed 
to think would have been brought down to the level 
of it by Scripture, had they been necessary points 
of a saving faith. He whose great object is to be 
Scripturaly should study the Scriptures with all the 
help, indeed, of every kind he can obtain, but with a 
thorough devotion to his object^ and a resolution to 
sacrifice, if necessary, anything or everything to 
that. Each may thus come as near to his own object 
as the imperfections of the human faculties will 
permit.' 
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])'AUBIGNE says, speaking of Luther,— 'God, 
Who had conducted John to Patmos, there to write 
his Bevelation, had confined Luther in the Wartburg, 
there to translate His Word.' Luther well knew 
the value of the Bible: it was the well-spring of 
his spiritual life and consolation, and therefore he 
might well exclaim, * Would that this book were in 
every language, in every land, before the eyes, and 
in the hearts, of all men/ 

"yp:THI]Nl' this awful volume lies 

The mystery of mysteries ; 

Happiest they of human race 

To whom their God has given grace 

To read, to fear, to hope, to pray, 

To lift the latch, to force the way ; 

And better had they ne'er been bom. 

Than read to doubt, or read to scorn. 

JSir W. Scott. 

T NEVER noticed till to-day the negative character 
of the commands regarding the Holy Spirit : 
* Resist not, quench not, vex not, grieve not; ' seeming 
to imply, that if we do not restrain and force Him 
away, it is His blessed disposition to abide and spring 
up aa a weU of Hving water. ^^_ j^ ^^^^ 
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J HOLD the sacred Book of God, 

To hear, and keep, and use it free ; 
But holy martyrs shed their blood 
To win this word of life for me ! 

With steady faith in Christ alone, 

The threats of impious power they spumed ; 
And bold that holy faith to own, 

They gave their bodies to be burned. 

In heaven with palms they triumph now : 
We love to speak their honoured names ; 

Oh, may our lips and lives avow 

The truth they kept through flood and flames! 

We bear — ^we'll hold, the Christian name. 

Though hell oppose and earth deride ; 

We'll keep the faith through fear and shame. 

That faith for which our fathers died. 

Arum. 



TT is a beautiful little trait of St. John that, when 
he tells how the caitiff struck the Lord, he adds, 
' l^ow Annas had sent him bound/ &c. So that Jesus 
was defenceless, and this struck the disciple as a 
touching aggravation of the foul deed. 



* 
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COMMENTARY ON 1 PETER, H. 1. 

^^^EREFOEE laying aside aU malice, and all 
guile, and hypocrisies, and envies, and all evil 
speakings:' Augustine admirably says, 'Malice is 
pleased with another's harm ; envy is tormented with 
another's good ; guile doubles the heart ; flattery the 
tongue ; slander wounds the fame.' 

WRITTEN IN A BIBLE, A PRESENT TO A GODCHILD. 

A KING for earthly wisdom prayed ; 

God gave the boon he sought : 
That king God's law still disobeyed, — 
He knew, but did it not. 

Ask thou, my child, a better boon, — 

The wisdom from above ; 
Nor think thy mom of life too soon 

To learn a Saviour's love. 

But ask not skill to understand 

The deep and curious lore, 
With which too many a reckless hand 

Hath glossed these pages o'er. 

Pray for what passeth himian skill, — 

The power God's will to do ; 
Eead thou that thou may'st do His will,. 

And thou shalt know it too. 
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Wait, and He will Himself disclose 

Things now beyond our reach ; 
And listen not, my child, to those 

Who the Lord's secrets teach ; 

Who teach thee more than He has taught, 

Tell more than He revealed. 
Preach tidings that He never brought, 

And read what He left sealed. 

Bishop Hinds. 

WRITTEN IN A BIBLE GIVEN BY A MOTHEE TO HER 

CHIIiD. 

P EMEMBER, love, who gave you this. 

When other days shall come. 
When she who had the earliest kiss 

Sleeps in her narrow home ; 
Remember, 'twas a mother gave 
The gift to one she'd die to save. 

That mother sought a pledge of love 

The holiest for her son. 
And from the gifts of God above 

She chose a goodly one, — 
She chose for her beloved boy 
The source of life, and light, and joy ; 
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And bade him keep the gift, that when 
The parting hour should come, 

They might have hope to meet again 
In one eternal home. 

She said his faith in that should be 

Sweet incense to her memory. 

And should the scoffer, in his pride, 
Laugh that fond gift to scorn, 

And bid him cast that gift aside. 
That he from youth had borne. 

She bade him pause and ask his breast. 

If he or she had loved him best ? 

A parent's blessing on her son 

Goes with this holy thing ; 
The love that would retain the one 

Must to the other cling. 
Eemember, 'tis no idle toy, 
A mother's gift-remember, boy. 



* 



T^HERE are no songs comparable to the songs of 

Sion; no orations equal to those of the prophets; 

and no politics like those which the Scriptures teach. 

Milton, 
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npHE profound and pious Pascal, speaking of 
Scripture, says: 'There is enougli of light in 
it for those who desire to walk in the light ; enough 
of darkness for those who love darkness. It con- 
tains truths which the wisest can never fathom, but 
which the simplest may understand to the saving of 
his soul. It contains mysteries which exercise the 
faith of the believer, but which are stimibling-blocks 
to the pride of human reason. Scripture may not 
unaptly be compared to the pillar, which, while it 
was a light to God's people, was cloud and darkness 
to His enemies.' 
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T^HE period in which we are now living is commonly 
spoken of as the age of great scientific dis- 
coveries; and, as a nation, we are justly proud of 
our share in them. Science, in the grasp of the 
keenest intellect and the most indefatigable industry, 
has been constantly interrogating Nature as to what 
she has further to reveal — ^probing with unflinching 
courage her inmost secrets — ^patiently waiting and 
testing her replies ; then revealing to the astonished 
world facts that far surpassed the poet's imagination. 
Knowledge and commerce now stand at her right 
hand, crying, 'Scatter our limitations, enlarge our 
boundaries,' and health and wealth, time and ease, 
all are light sacrifices to make for such an end. It 
may almost be said, that whatever science now 
demands for carrying on her conquests is freely 
granted to her. 

But is it to Science only thus Nature listens? Is 
the advance of knowledge and commerce her dearest 
concern? or has she in reserve other priceless 
treasuries, open and free to all the people upon the 
face of the whole earth ? We believe so ; but espe- 
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cially to the devout and thoughtful heart she spake 
with the most tender and comfortable words, and 
opens out her mysteries most freely, — to these, ' Day 
unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night 
showeth knowledge ; ' to these, not proud nor indif- 
ferent ones, the beast of the field can reveal wisdom, 
and the fowls of the air can teach praise ; to these, 
the earth can speak with her thousand tongues, and 
the fishes of the sea can declare the wonder-working 
power of the Almighty, All-merciful Creator. 

Surely it was not in vain that the Saviour of 
man directed the attention of His followers to the 
boundless, open field of His works, and pointed to 
the ravens and lilies as abiding witnesses, from which 
might be drawn lessons of faithful trust and heart- 
felt consolation. The ravens and lilies give lessons 
to all — to rich and poor, to learned and unlearned — 
without cost ; they only ask to be * considered,' not 
with a transient, superficial glance, but with humble, 
reverent, inquiring observation. To such inquiries it is 
believed that every living thing has a voice — ^teachings 
more or less direct — lessons in every kind — ever more 
distinctly heard by those who ' s^ek them as silver 
and search for them as hid treasure.' To these, the 
wonderful and beautiful works of God, mostly called 
' the works of Nature,' become an inexhaustible store- 
house, filled with all manner of precious store and all 
pleasant things. ^fn. SewelL 



TRUE SCIENCE NOT DANGEROUS. 

TT is not science that is dangerous, but science using 
fahe methods and holding out excessive preten- 
sions. Science painfully reading the world to us, 
will bring us truth ; and with an intelligence enlarged 
by means of it, our activity may be greater and more 
fruitful. Science tricked out in the old clothes of an 
antique materialism, pretendiag to tell us that there 
is nothing but matter and no God, whilst she confesses 
in the same breath that she has no method of knowing 
more than she actually sees, we will not respect ; nor 
that philosophy which, by denouncing the world as 
bad and foolish, exposes its own presumption. Out 
from the school made sultry by too much wrangling, 
we will go to breathe inspiration deep and sweet of 
the wholesome air of practice and obedience. Religion 
does not grudge us the results of science. Let us 
open and read them ; but read aright. There is an- 
other word, however, paramount to the word science ; 
it is the word duty. Science is for the few — duty is 
universal. Science may adorn some leisure hours, 
but duty is about us at every step. 

ACTS, XIV. 17. 
QTJR wit is given Almighty God to know, 

Our will is given to love Him, being known ; 
But God could not be known to us below 

But by His works, which through the same is shown. 

Sir John J)avie$, 1570, 
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BLINDNESS OF MAN IN NOT SEEING THE 
WORKMASTER IN HIS WORKS. 

"PROM the creation of the world His invisible things, 
even His eternal power and divinity, are plainly 
seen, being perceived by means of the things that are 
made, so that they are without excuse that know not 
God. 

QXJRELY vain are all men by nature, who are 
ignorant of God, who could not out of the good 
things that are seen know Him that is : neither by 
considering the works did they acknowledge the 
Workmaster ; but deemed either fire, or wind, or the 
swift air, or the circle of the stars, or the violent 
water, or the lights of heaven, to be the gods which 
govern the world. With whose beauty, if they being 
delighted took them to be gods, let them know how 
much better the Lord of them is; for the first Author 
of beauty hath created them. But if they were 
astonished at their power and virtue, let them under- 
stand by them how much mightier He is that made 
them. For by the greatness and beauty of the 
creatures proportionably the Maker of them is seen. 

Wisdom ofSoloTfum, 

*The heavens declare the glory of God, and the firma- 
ment showeth His handiwork.' 
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' WITHOUT FAITH IT IS IMPOSSIBLE TO PLEASE GOD.' 

rTHOU ask'st why Christ, so lenient to the deed, 
So straitly claims the Faith which founds the 
Creed; 
Because, reposed in faith, the soul has calm, 
The hope a haven, and the wound a balm ; 
Because the light, dim seen in reason's dream, 
On all alike, through faith alone could stream. 
God will'd support to weakness, joy to grief. 
And so descended from His throne — ^Belief ! 
Nor this alone. Have faith in things above, 
The unseen beautiful of Heavenly Love ; 
And from that faith what virtues have their birth ! 
What spiritual meanings gird, like air the earth ! 
A deeper thought inq)ires the musing sage. 
To youth what visions, what delights to age ! 
A loftier genius wakens in the w;orld. 
To starrier heights more vigorous wings unfurled. 
No more the outward senses reign alone. 
The soul of nature glides into our own. 
To reason less is to imagine more ; 
They most aspire who meekly most adore I 
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' Therefore the God-like Comforter's decree, — 
His sins be loosen'd who hath faith in Me.' 
Therefore He shunned the cavils of the wise, 
And made no schools the threshold of the skies ; 
Therefore He taught no Pharisee to preach 
His word : the simple let the simple teach ; 
Upon the infant on His knee He smiled^ 
And said to Wisdom, ' Be once more a child.' 

* And the Apostles said unto the Lord, Increase our 

faith.' 

"WHAT ! gazing on your Saviour's face, 

And listening to His Word P 
Dared ye to ask for further grace. 
To credit all you heard ? 

Yet, so it is ; belief springs still 

In soils that nurture doubt ; 
And we must go to Him Who will 

The baneful weed cast out. 

Did never thorns thy path beset P 

Beware ! be not deceived ; 
He who has never doubted yet. 

Has never yet believed. 

Biihop Hinds, 
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EXHOBTATION TO FAITH. 

T^HOU little flock, whose Shepherd is above, 

From sinful fears your wavering mind refrain ; 
Are ye not now partakers of His love ? 
Are ye not partners of His future reign P 

How many saints, who now surround His throne, 
Were once, like you, with cares and sorrows worn P 

Their griefs unnoticed, and their joys unknown. 
They dared not murmur, and they would not mourn. 

They bore the cherished burden of the cross. 
And thus the strait and narrow way they trod ; 

Through many a doubtful contest, many a loss, 
Still slowly struggling on their way to God. 

The inward bursts of passion, or of pride. 

They sought with prayer and watching to subdue ; 

With many a comfort to themselves denied. 
The path of indigence they loved to strew. 

Their daily banquet was the holy Word, 

Their chief est pleasure, and their noblest prize ; 

And oft on mild devotion's wings they soared. 
And held communion with their kindred skies. 

This was their path, by which they rose to God ; 

Eternal Three in One, be ours the same ; 
May we, too, come and join them in the roacj. 

And, still ascending^ praise Thy glorious Name ! 
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FAITH WORKING BY LOVE. 

'T^IS not the blood-stained vest alone 

That makes the Lord's true champions known ; 
For often 'tis a bloodless strife 
Through which we enter into life. 

No lingering cross, no torturing flame, 
Procur'd our saint a hero's name ; 
But, self-condemned, to sin he died, 
To the vain world self-crucified. 

He was not call'd upon to feel 
The lash, the dungeon, or the wheel ; 
A martyr's pains he did not prove, 
But he had all a martyr's love. 

By faith he quench'd his carnal pride. 
By faith his flesh he crucified : 
And love, descending from the skies, 
Consumed the holy sacrifice. 

Oh, yes, he ever ready stood 
For Christ to shed His own life-blood ! 
But this was not the will of heaven — 
His tears alone were ask'd and given. 

May Christ to us such grace supply. 
That we through life may learn to die ; 
And oh, may we, when life is o'er, 
Be raised by Him to die no more ! 

Chandler, — Hymns of the Primitive Church. 



J 
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LUTHER AT THE DIET OF WOBMS. 

npHERE he stands in superhuman calm, 

Concentred and sublime ! Aroimd him, pomp 
And blaze imperial, haughty eyes, and words 
Whose tones breathe tyranny, in vain attempt 
The heaven-bom quiet of his soul to move ; 
Crowned with the grace of everlasting Truth, 
A more than monarch among kings he stood. 

PEBPETUITY OF FAITH. 

"WHAT Christian is there who cannot very soberly 
advise his brother? You must learn to 
strengthen your faith by that experience which 
heretofore you have had of God's great goodness 
towards you. By those things which you have knoum 
performed, learn to hope for those things which are 
promised. Do you acknowledge to have received 
much ? Let that make you certain to receive more. 
^To him that hath shall more be given. ^ When you 
doubt what you shall have, search what you have had 
at God's hands. Make this reckoning, that the 
benefits which He hath bestowed are bills obligatory, 
and sufficient sureties that He will bestow further. 
His present mercy is still a warrant of His future 
love, because ^whorn He loveth. He loveth to the end.' 



£ 
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Our fathers and prophets, our Lord and Master, 
hath full often spoken, and by long experience we 
have found it true, as many as have entered their 
names in the mystical book of life, they have taken 
upon them a laboursome, a toilsome, a painful pro- 
fession, but no man's security like to theirs. * Simon, 
Simon, Satan hath desired to winnow thee as wheat;' 
here is our toil : ' But I have prayed for thee that thy 
faith fail not;' this is our safety. No man's condition 
so sure as ours. The prayer of Christ is more than 
sufficient both to strengthen us, be we never so weak, 
and to overthrow all adversary power, be it never so 
strong and potent. His prayer must not exclude our 
labour ; their thoughts are vain who think that their 
watching can preserve the city which God Himself is 
not willing to keep. And are not theirs as vain who 
think that God will keep the city for which they 
themselves are not careful to watch P The husband- 
man may not therefore bum his plough, nor the 
merchant forsake his trade, because God hath pro- 
mised, ^ I will not forsake thee.' And do the promises 
of God concerning our stability, think you, make it 
a matter indifferent for us, to use or not to use the 
means whereby to attend or not to attend to reading P 
to pray or not to pray that "wq fall not into temptations ? 
Surely, if we look to stand in the faith of the sons of 
God, we must hourly, continually, be providing and 
setting ourselves to strive. It was not the meaning 



of our Lord and Saviour in saying, 'Father, keep them 
in Thy Namey that we should be careless to keep our- 
selves. To our own safety our own sedulity is re- 
quired. And then blessed for ever and ever be that 
mother^s child whose faith hath made him the child 
of God. The earth may shake, the pillars of the 
world may tremble under us, the countenance of the 
heaven may be appalled, the sun may lose his light, 
the moon her beauty, the stars their glory; but 
concerning the man that trusted in God, if the fire 
have proclaimed itself unable as much as to singe a 
hair of his head, if lions — ^beasts ravenous by nature 
and keen with himger — ^being set to devour, have, 
as it were, religiously adored the very flesh of the 
faithful man ; what is there in the world that shall 
change his heart, overthrow his faith, alter his affection 
towards God, or the affection of God to him ? 

' / know in Whom I have believed;* I am not igno- 
rant Whose precious blood hath been shed for me ; I 
have a Shepherd full of kindness, full of care, and 
full of power ; unto Him I commit myself. His own 
finger hath engraven this sentence in the tables of my 
heart, ' Satan hath desired to toinnow thee as wheat, but 
I have prayed tJiat thy faith fail not.* Therefore the 
assurance of my hope I will labour to keep as a jewel 
unto the end ; and by labour, through the gracious 
mediation of His prayer, I shall keep it. 

Richard Hooker, nth Ceniury, 
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A TRUE faith will show forth itself, and cannot long^ 
be idle ; for, as it is written, 'The just man doth 
live by his faith/ He neither sleepeth, nor is idle, 
when he should wake and be well occupied. And 
God, by His prophet Jeremy saith, that 'he is a 
happy and blessed man which hath faith and confi- 
dence in God. For he is like a tree set by the 
water-side, that spreadeth his roots abroad toward 
the moisture, and f eareth not heat when it cometh ; 
his leaf will be green, and will not cease to bring 
forth his fruit : * even so faithful men, putting away 
all fear of adversity, will show forth the fruit of 
their good works, as occasion is offered to do them. 

Crarvmery 1552. 
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SBorlDIp Pleasures. 



r\H, happy he that can disdain and deem 

Those pleasures poisons, and that honey gall ! 
But who can so? He that contemning aU, 

Lives in the World, and not the World in him. 

Joshua Sylvester^ \^th Century. 

AQUiE, SAGITTiE, YENTI. 

gWIFTLY water sweepeth by ; 
Swifter winged arrows fly ; 

Swiftest yet, the wind that passes 

When the nether clouds it chases. 

But the joys of earthly minds, 
Worldly pleasures, vain delights, 
Far outswif t for sudden flights, 

Waters, arrows, and the winds. 

HOBTUS. 

npHE World's a garden ; pleasures are the flowers ; 

Of fairest hues, in form and number many; 

The lily first, pure whitest flower of any, 
Bose, sweetest rare, with pinked gilliflowers. 
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The violet and double marigold, 

And pansey too ; but after all miscliances, 
Death's winter comes, and kills with sudden cold 

Bose, lily, violet, marigold, pink, pansies. 



GLACIEBS. 

TTE that makes the worid his nest. 

Settling here his only rest ; 
Never craving other scope, 
Never having higher hope. 
What thinks, think you, such a one P 
This: to sit secure upon 
A ball of ice, a slippery bowl. 
Which on the seas doth ever roll. 

AVIS ET NAVIS. 

AS in the air th' high soaring eagle scuds ; 
As on the water sb'des the winged ship ; 
So flies, so flits, the wealth of worldly goods ; 

So swift away doth wanton pleasure slip. 
And as we cannot, in the air or water. 

See the ship's furrow nor the eagle's footing ; 
When wealth is past, and pleasure posted after, 

To track their trace, nor is nor can be booting. 
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THE FATAL DECISION. 

' Love not the world, nor the things that are in the toorld. 
If any man love the worlds the love of the Father is 
not in him: 

QHE has chosen the world and its paltry crowd ; 

She has chosen the world and an endless shroud; 

She has chosen the world with its mis-named plea- 
sures; 

She has chosen the world before heaven's own trea- 
sures. 

• 

She hath launched her boat on life's giddy sea, 
And her all is afloat for eternity ; 
But Bethlehem's star is not in her view, 
And her aim is far from the harbour true. 

When the storm descends from an angry sky, 
Ah! where from the winds shall the vessel fly P 
When stars are concealed and rudder gone. 
And heaven is sealed to the wandering one ? 

The whirlpool opes for the gallant prize ; 

And with all her hopes to the deep she hies ! 

But who may tell of the place of woe, 

Where the wicked dwell, where the worldlings go ? 

For the human heart can ne'er conceive. 
What joys are the part of them that believe ; 
:^^or can justly think of the cup of death. 
Which all must drink who despise the faith. 
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Away then, oh ! fly from the joys of earth ! 
Her smile is a lie, there's a sting in her mirth ; 
Come, leave the dreams of this transient night. 
And bask in the beams of an endless light. 

McGheyne. 

THE BUTTERFLY, AN EMBLEM OF WORLDLY 

PLEASURES. 

T^HE lovely toy so fiercely sought, 

Hath lost its charm by being caught ; 
For every touch that wooed its stay. 
Hath brushed its brighter hues away ; 
Till charm, and hue, and beauty gone, 
'Tis left to fly or fall alone. 



* 
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'All things whatsoever ye shall ash in prayer, believing, 

ye shall received 

"pilAYERS are those calves of men's lips; those 
most gracious and sweet odours ; those rich 
presents and gifts which, being carried up into 
Leaven, do best testify our dutiful affection, and are, 
for the procuring of all favour at the hands of God, 
the most undoubted means we can use. On others — 
what more easily bestowed than our prayers ? If we 
give counsel, — they are the simpler only that need; 
if alms, — ^the poorer only that are relieved ; but by 
prayer, we do good to all. And whereas, every 
other duty besides is but to show itself as time and 
opportunity require, for this all times are convenient; 
when we are not able to do any other things for 
men's behoof ; when, through maliciousness or un- 
kindness, they vouchsafe not to accept any other 
good at our hands, prayer is that which we always 
have in our power to bestow, and they never in 
theirs to refuse. Wherefore, 'God forbid,' saith 
Samuel, speaking to a people weary of the benefit of 
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his most virtuous government over them, * Qodfor* 
bid that I should sin against the Lord, and cease to pray 
for you.' It is the first thing wherewith a righteous 
life beginneth, and the last wherewith it doth end. 
The knowledge which we have on earth is small 
concerning things that are done in heaven. Not- 
withstanding, thus much we know, even of saints in 
heaven, that they pray ; and therefore prayer, being 
a work common to the Church, as well triumphant 
as miKtant, a work common unto men with angels, 
what should we think but that so much of our lives 
is celestiial and divine as we spend in the exercise 
of prayer P for which cause we see the most com^ 
fortable visitations which God hath sent men from 
above, have taken especially the times of prayer as 
their most natural opportunities. (See Dan. ix. 20 ; 
Acts, X. 30.) Bichard Rookery 11 th CetUury, 

"PIRST worship God : he that forgets to pray, 

Bids not himself good morrow nor good day; 
Let thy first labour be to purge thy sin. 
And serve Him first, whence all things did begin. 

So live with men, as if God's curious eye 
Did everywhere into thine actions spy ; 
Strive to live well ; tread in the upright ways. 
And rather count thy actions than thy days. 

Thomas Randolph, \%th Century. 



J^OT on a prayerless bed, not on a prayerless bed, 

Compose thy weary limbs to rest ; 

For they alone are blest 

With balmy sleep 

Whom angels keep ; 
Nor, though by care oppressed, or anxious sorrow, 
Or though in many a coil perplexed forthcoming 

Lay not thy head morrow, 

On prayerless bed. 

Arouse thee, weary soul, nor yield to slumber. 

Till, in communion blest, 

With the elect ye rest. 
Those souls of countless number ; 

And with them raise 

The note of praise. 
Reaching from earth to heaven ; 
Chosen, redeemed, forgiven ! 

So lay thy happy head. 

Prayer-crowned, on blessed bed. 

Margaret Mercer, 



rnwO went to pray : rather say 

One went to brag, th'other to pray ; 
One stands up close and treads on high, 
Where th'other dares not send his eye ; 
One nearer to God's altar trod. 
The other to the altar's God. 

B. CrashaWy 17 th Century, 
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* MfiN OUGHT ALWAYS TO PRAY AND NOT TO FAINT/ 

"DRAY ; thougli the gift you ask for 

May never comfort your fears. 

May never repay your pleadings, 

Yet pray, and with hopeful tears. 

An answer, — ^not that you long for. 

But diviner, will come one day ; 

Your eyes are too dim to see it. 

Yet strive, and wait, and pray. 

A. A. Procter, 

"DE prayerful; ask, and thou shalt have strength 

equal to thy day ; 
Prayer clasps the Hand that guides the world, — ^Oh, 
make it then thy stay ; 
Ask largely, and thy God will be 
A kingly giver unto thee. 



WE must watch as if all depended on our own 
vigilance, and we must pray as if nothing 
depended on it. I remember one of my parishioners 
at Halesworth telling me that he thought * a person 
should not go to church to be made uncomfortable.' 
I replied that I thought so too; but whether it 
should be the sermons or the man's life that should 
be altered, so as to avbid the discomfort, must depend 
on whether the doctrine or the life was wrong. 

Archbiskop Whately, 
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QFT had I prayed, believing prayed, 

Yet nothing could obtain ; 
And in my folly oft I said. 
Lord, is the promise vain ? 

I prayed in youth, that I might win 

The race of youthful pride ; 
Tho' hope burned like a fire within 

My heart, it was denied. 

I prayed for power, I prayed for wealth, 
Nor wealth, nor power was mine ; 

In lingering pain, I prayed for health. 
And felt my strength decline. 

At the last, "Wisdom spoke : * My son, 
Christ's kingdom is of heavm; 

Agk heavenly things, — they shall be done.' 
I asked and it was given. 

Bishop Hinds, 



T GIVE myself to prayer. 

Lord, give Thyself to me. 
And let the time of my request 

Thy time of answer be. 

T. T. Lynch. 
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A FBAYEB. 

T.ORD, I have left my prayer with Thee, 

Yet give me one thing more- 
One blessing still I ask, dear Lord, 

The richest in Thy store. 
Oh ! make me willing by Thy power — 

Yes, glad, with no regret. 
That this my prayer may wait, and wait- 
Heard, but unanswered yet 

For though I say, ' Thy will be done,* 

My heart makes its own moan ; 
I have no spell to stiU it, Lord — 

Speak Thou the word alone ! 
And surely, if the perfect flower 

Lies folded in the seed. 
Thou, in the yearning, struggling will. 

Wilt take, and own the deed ! 

Hetty Bowman, 



^ 
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'LOKD, HEEE AM 1/ 

QTILL as of old, Thy precious word 
Is by the nations dimly heard ; 

The hearts its holiness hath stirr'd 
Are weak and few. 

Wise men the secret dare not tell : 

Still in Thy temple slumbers well 

Good Eli. Oh, like Samuel, 
Lord, here am I ! 

Few years, no wisdom, no renown, 

Only my life can I lay down. 

Only my heart. Lord, to Thy throne 

I bring mid pray. 
A child of Thine I may go forth. 
And spread glad tidings on Thy earth. 
And teach sad hearts to know Thy worth ! 

Lord, here am I ! 

Young lips may teach the wise, Christ said ; 
Weak feet sad wand'rers home have led; 
Small hands have cheer'd the sick one's bed 
With freshest flowers ; 
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Oh! teach me, Father ! heed their sighs, 
While many a soul in darkness lies, 
And waits Thy message, make me wise ! 
Lord, here am I ! 

And make me strong : that staff and stay 
And guide and guardian of the way 
To Thee- ward I may bear, each day, 

Some fainting soul. 
Speak, for I hear ; make pure in heart. 
Thy face to see. Thy truth impart. 
In hut and hall, in church and mart. 

Lord, here am I ! 

I ask no heaven till earth be Thine, 
Nor glory-crown, while work of mine 
Remaineth here ; when earth shall shine 

Among the stars. 
Her sins wiped out, her captives free, 
Her voice a music unto Thee, 
For crown, new work give Thou to me ! 

Lord, here am I ! Anon, 



^HOSO has felt the Spirit of the Highest 

Cannot confound nor doubt Him, or deny. 
Tea, with one voice, world, though thou deniest. 
Stand thou on that side, for on this am I. 
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JIOW tappy, Lord, is the man that hath Thee 
for his God! He can want nothing that is 
good ; he can be hurt by nothing that is evil ; his 
sins are pardoned ; his good endeavours are accepted ; 
his crosses are sanctified ; his prayers are heard ; all 
that he hath are blessings ; all that he suffers are 
advantages ; his life is holy ; his death comfortable ; 
his estate after death glorious. Oh, that I could feel 
Thee to be my God ! that I could enjoy a heavenly 
communion with Thee! In vain should earth or 
hell labour to make me other than blessed. 

Bishop Hall, 

T^HOTJ hast made us for Thyself, and our heart is 
restless till it resteth in Thee. Take my heart. 
Lord, for I cannot give it Thee ; keep it, for I can- 
not keep it for Thee. St Augustine, Uh Century, 



TEACH me, my God and King, 

In all things Thee to see, 
And what I do in anything 
To do it as to Thee. 

This is the famous stone 

That tumeth all to gold ; 
For that which God doth touch and own 

Cannot for less be told. 

G, Herbert, \^th Century, 
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GOD THE SXTM OF ALL THINGS LOVELY. 

Q.OD is the sum of all things lovely. Thus ex- 
cellently Gregory If azianzen expresseth himself : 
* If I have any possessions, health, credit, learning, 
this is all the contentment I have of them, that I 
have somewhat I may despise for Christ, Who is the 
all-desirable One, the everything desirable.* And 
this love is the sum of all He requires of us ; it is 
that which makes all our meanest services acceptable, 
and without which all we offer to Him is distasteful. 
God doth deserve our love, not only by His matchless 
excellency and beauty, but by His matchless love to 
us, and that is the strongest loadstone of love. He 
hath loved me, saith the Apostle, Gal. ii. 20. How 
appears that ? In no less than this. He hath given 
Himself for me. Certainly, then, there is no clearer 
character of our love than this, to give ourselves 
to Him Who hath so loved us, and given Himself 

for us. 

Archbishop Leighton, ISth Century, 
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But?* 



A SENSE of duty pursues us ever; it is omnipresent, 
like the Deity. ' If we take to ourselves the wings 
of the morning and dwell in the uttermost parts of 
the sea/ duty performed or duty violated is still with 
us, for our happiness or our misery. If we say ' the 
darkness shall cover us,' in the darkness as in the 
light our obligations are yet with us ; we cannot 
escape their power, nor fly from their presence. 

Daniel Webster, 

rpHEIR conscience also bearing witness, and their 
thoughts the meanwhile accusing or else ex- 
cusing one another.' 

LOYALTY. 

Faithful found ; 
Among the faithless, faithful only he ; 
Among innumerable false, unmoved. 
Unshaken, unseduced, unterrified. 
His loyalty he kept, his love, his zeal. 
If or number, nor example, with him wrought 
To swerve from truth, or change his constant mind, 
Tho' single. ^^^^ 



68 S>Ut;«. 

HATBLOCK. 
*Be tkoufaiti^kl unto deatJk, and I wiB give thee a crown of UfeJ 

TTE is gone ! HeaTen's will is best ! 

Indian tnif o'erlies Iiis breast : 
Ghoul in black, nor fool in gold. 
Laid him in yon hallowed mould. 
Guarded to a soldier's grave 
By the bravest of the brave. 
He hath gained a nobler tomb 
Than in old Cathedral gloom. 
Nobler mourners paid the rite 
Than the crowd that craves a sight. 
England's banners o'er him waved ; 
Dead — ^he keeps the realm he saved. 
Strew not on the hero's hearse 
Garlands of a herald's verse ; 
Let us hear no words of fame 
Sounding loud a deathless name : 
Tell us of no vauntful glory. 
Shouting forth her haughty story. 
All life long his homage rose 
To far other shrine than those. 
*In hoc BignOj pale nor dim, 
Lit the battle-field for him ; 
And the prize he sought and won 
Was the crown for duty done — 
Done as unto Christ his Lord, 
Li obedience to His Word. 
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"F VERY one will be struck by the similarity of 
Nelson's and Havelock's high sense of duty to 
their country: though, alas! the former wandered 
far from his highest duty. When asked for the 
signal to begin the battle of Trafalgar, in which he 
lost his life, Nelson gave, instead of the order for 
the day, those noble words, the memory of which 
shall endure as long as the language of England 
lasts — 

* England expects every man to do his duty/ 

This was his last signal. It was received through- 
out the fleet with a shout of answering acclamation, 
made sublime by the spirit which it breathed and 
the feeling which it expressed. 'Now,' said Lord 
Nelson, * I can do no more. We must trust to the 
great Disposer of all events, and the justice of our 
cause. I thank God for this great opportunity of 
doing my duty.' 

* 

' Zeal and duty are not slow. 

But on occasion's forelock watchful wait, 
They themselves rather are occasion best. 

Owe not all creatures by just right to Thee 

Duty and service, nor to stay till bid. 

But tender all their power P 

Milton. 
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* Fear God^ and keep His command/mmts : for this is the 

whele duty of man,^ 

TiUTY hears a voice behind her saying, 'This is the 
way, walk ye in it.' This road, ' by duty's pain- 
ful footsteps trod,' is sometimes a steep and thorny 
one, but never does she falter or faint ; never is she 
disturbed by doubt, or harassed by imcertainty or 
fears. Expediency causes her not to turn aside, nor 
* Mr. Worldly Wiseman ' to falter ; right onward she 
goes, and is soon joined by Love, who helps her to 
bear every trial and lightens every load, enabling her 
to go on her way rejoicing. These two sweet sisters 
(keeping ever their Guide in view. Who has 
promised 'never to leave nor forsake them'), go 
through the world, silently soothing sorrow, relieving 
want, strengthening the weak, raising the fallen, and 
striving to be helpful to all : thus do they follow their 
blessed Leader, ' Who went about doing good,' real- 
ising the noble life, while walking in the light 
' which shines more and more unto the perfect day.' 
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* Love seeketk not her ovm^ 

T)ID I this day, for small or great, 

My own pursuits forego. 
To lighten by a feather's weight 
The load of human woe P 



EXTBACT FROM A LETTEB TO A CHRISTIAN FRIEND. 

'WHENEVER one disputes, self is apt to become the 
main object, although it may assume a thousand 
forms, and the glory of God runs much risk of being 
forgotten. Now I think we might almost say that 
religion consists in the constunt absence of self from the 
mind, and the never-ceasing presence of God through 
Christ. Oh, that you could, my dearest friend, put 
me on a way to make any progress towards such a 
state ! the very opposite of that in which I am so 
firmly fixed — ^in which all men by nature will be 
found.^ 
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TF thou be one whose heart the holy forms 

Of young imagination have kept pure, 
Stranger! henceforth be warned; and know that pride, 
Howe'er disguised in its own majesty, 
Is Kttleness ; that he who feels contempt 
For any living thing, hath faculties 
Which he has never used ; that thought with him 
Is in its infancy. The man whose eye 
Is ever on himself doth look on one 
The least of Nature's works, one who might move 
The wise man to that scorn which wisdom holds 
Unlawful, ever. be wiser, thou ! 
Instructed that true knowledge leads to love ; 
True dignity abides with him alone 
Who, in the silent hour of inward thought. 
Can still suspect, and still revere himself. 
In lowliness of heart. Wordmvarth. 



"PERSONS may do a great many outward and active 
works which do not proceed from a work of 
faith. There is a certain amount of excitement about 
them which renders them pleasant and leaves room for 
many other motives besides that of love to Christ; but 
the attention to home duties, the living in love with those 
about us, the cultivation of the graces of meekness and 
gentleness, the trying to have the church in the house. 
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these are all duties which belong to the domestic 
labour of love. It is not merely the calling the 
household together, and reading the chapter or offer- 
ing the prayer ; but it is the taking pains to cultivate 
heavenly tempers, and sweet and holy affections, and 
exercising constaat watchfulness to keep down selfish- 
ness, pride, and all those dispositions which will 
hinder the work of love. Yores 



How common a form of selfishness is self-exalta- 
tion and neighbour depreciation ! Alfcn-d 

A MAN is called selfish, not for pursuing his own 
good, but for neglecting his neighbours ! 

Self-love is not so much a separate passion as a 
compound of all. 

Selfishness is caught from those who have 
least of it. Archbishop Whaiely, 

* Christ pleased riot Himself,^ 

QH, I could go thro* all life's troubles singing. 

Turning earth's night to day ; 
If self were not so fast around me clinging 
To all I do or say. 
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My very thoughts are selfish, always building 

Mean castles in the air ; 
I use my love of othets for a gilding 

To make myself look fair. 

In youth or age, by city, wood, or mountain. 

Self is forgotten never ; 
Where'er we tread, it gushes like a fountain, 

And its waters flow for ever. 

Alas ! no speed in life can snatch us wholly 

Out of self's hateful sight ; 
And it keeps step, whene'er we travel slowly. 

And sleeps with us at night. 

O Lord ! that I could waste my life for others, 

With no ends of my own ; 
That I could pour myself into my brothers. 

And live for them alone ! 

Such was the life Thou livedst ; self-abjuring. 

Thine own pains never easing ; 

Our burdens bearing, our just doom enduring, 

A life without self -pleasing ! 

Faber, 



^ 
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j^XERCISE your souls in a loving sympathy with 
sorrow in every form ; soothe it, minister to it, 
succour it, revere it. It is the relic of Christ in the 
world, an image of the great Sufferer, a shadow of 
the Cross. It is a holy and venerable thing. 

BvUer, 

^ And a certain pri&st coming thai way looked on him, 

and passed by,' 

Why dost thou wound my wounds, thou that 

passest by, 
Handling and turning them with an imwounded 

eye? 
The calm that cools thine eye does shipwreck mine, 

for oh ! 
Unmoved to see one wretched is to make him so. 

Richard Crashawe, 17th Century, 



He oft finds medicine, who his grief imparts ; 
But double griefs afflict concealing hearts. 

Spenser f 16th Century. 
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KINDRED HEARTS. 

AH, ask not, hope thou not, too much 

Of sympathy below ! 
Few are the hearts whence one same touch 

Bids the sweet foimtains flow ; 
Few, and by still-conflicting powers 

Forbidden here to meet : 
Such ties would make this life of ours 

Too fair for ought so fleet. 

It may be that thy brother's eye 

Sees not as thine, which turns 
In feuch deep reverence to the sky. 

Where the rich sunset bums ; 
It may be that the breath of spring, 

Bom amidst violets lone, 
A rapture o'er thy soul can bring — 

A dream to his unknown. 

The tune that speaks of other times — 

Of sorrowful delight ; 
The melody of distant chimes, 

The soimd of waves by night ; 
The wind that, with so many a tone. 

Some chord within can thrill — 
These may have language all thine own, 

To him a mystery still. 
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Yet scorn thou not, for this, the true 

And steadfast love of years ; 
The kindly — that from childhood grew. 

The faithful — to thy tears ! 
If there be one that o'er the dead 

Hath in thy grief borne part. 
And wateh'd through sickness by thy bed — 

Call his a kindred heart ! 

But for those bonds all perfect made, 

Wherein bright spirits blend. 
Like sister flowers of one sweet shade, 

With the same breeze that bend — 
For that full bliss of thought allied, 

Never to mortals given. 

Oh, lay thy lovely dreams aside. 

Or lift them unto heaven. 

Mrs, Hemans, 

SYMPATHY. 

HAN I see another's woe. 

And not be in sorrow, too P 
Can I see another's grief. 
And not seek for kind relief P 

And can He, Who smiles on all. 
Hear the wren with sorrows small. 
Hear the small birds' grief and care, 
Hear the woes that infants bear ; 
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And not sit beside tlie nest, 
Pouring pity in their breast P 
And not sit the cradle near, 
Weeping tear on infant's tear P 

Think not thou canst sigh a sigh, 
And thy Maker is not by ; 
Think not thou canst weep a tear, 
And thy Maker is not near. 

W. Blake, ISth Century. 

WAITING. 

]\JOT now, my child — a little more rough tossing, 

A little longer on the billows' foam ; 
A few more joumeyings in the desert darkness. 

And then the sunshiae of thy Father's home ! 
Not now — ^for I have wand'rers in the distance, 

And thou must call them in with patient love ; 
Not now — ^for I have sheep upon the mountains. 

And thou must follow them where'er they rove. 

Not now — ^f or I have loved ones sad and weary ; 

Wilt thou not cheer them with a kindly smile P 
Sick ones, who need thee in their lonely sorrow ; 

Wilt thou not tend them yet a little while P 
Not now — for woimded hearts are sorely bleeding. 

And thou must teach those widowed hearts to sing : 

Not now — for orphans' tears are thickly falling ; 

They must be gathered 'neath some sheltering 
wing. 
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Go with the name of Jesus to the dying, 

And speak that name in all its living power ; 
Why shoidd thy fainting heart grow chill and weary P 

Canst thou not watch with me one little hour P 
One little hour ! — and then the glorious crowning, 

The golden harp-strings and the victor's palm ; 
One little hour ! — ^and then the Hallelujah ! 

Eternity's long, deep, thanksgiving psabn ! 

C.P. 



*WHO IS MY NEIGHBOUR?' 

nnHT neighbour P — it is he whom thou 

Hast power to aid and bless, — 
Whose aching heart or burning brow 
Thy soothing hand may press. 

Thy neighbour ? — 'tis the fainting poor 
Whose eye with want is dim, 

Whom hunger sends from door to door- 
Go thou and succour him. 

Thy neighbour P — 'tis that weary man 
Whose years are at their brim. 

But low with sickness, cares, and pains- 
Go thou and comfort him. 



* 
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Thy neighbour ? — ^'tis the heart bereft 

Of every earthly gem. 
Widow and orphan helpless left — 

Go thou and shelter them. 

Thy neighbour ?— yonder toiling slave, 
Fettered in thought and limb, 

Whose hopes are all beyond the grave- 
Go thou and ransom him. 



Where'er thou meet'st a human form 
Less favoured than thine own, 

Remember 'tis thy neighbour worm. 
Thy brother or thy son. 

Oh ! pass not, pass not heedless by, 
Perhaps thou canst redeem 

The breaking heart from misery — 
Go share thy lot with him. 



•{< 
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TS this a fast, to keep 
The larder lean, - 
And clean 
From fat of veals and sheep ? 

Is it to quit the dish 
Of flesh, yet still 
To fill 
The platter high with fish P 

Is it to fast an hour, 
Or ragg'd to go. 
Or show 
A downcast look and sour ? 

No ; 'tis a fast, to dole 
Thy sheaf of wheat. 
And meat 
Unto the himgry soul ; 

It is to fast from strife. 
From old debate, 
And hate 
To circumcise thy life ; 

G 
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To show a heart grief -rent ; 
To starve thy sin, 
Not bin ; 
And that's to keep thy Lent. 

Robert Herricky 1615. 



* 



LUTHER'S OPINION ON FASTING. 

T DO not forbid any person to fast, to keep festi- 
vals, &e. All I say is, that I would have things left 
open for each person to use his own discretion about 
them, and that it should not be considered a sin to 
omit their performance. I would have man's con- 
science wholly free in all things that do not affect 
faith and the love of one's neighbour. But as there 
are many consciences still held captive by the laws of 
the Pope, you do well not to eat meat on fast-days 
in the presence of these men, still feeble in their 
faith. This abstinence on your part becomes a work 
of charity, in that its object is to respect the con- 
scientious feelings of your neighbour. In them- 
selves, these things have never been commanded by 
the Scriptures, and as to the directions of the Pope, 
they should go for nothing.' 



^ 
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' Cofme unto Me, all ye that labour arid are heavy laden, 

and I wUl give you rest,* 

A RT thou weary, art thou languid, art thou sore 

distrest? 
' Come to me/ saith One — * and coming, he at rest ! ' 
Hath He marks to lead me to Him — if He be my 

Guide P 
In His feet and hands are woimd-prints, and His side ! 
Is there diadem, as monarch, that His brow adorns? 
Yea : a crown, in very surety, — ^butof thorns ! 
If I find Him, if I follow, what His guerdon here ? 
Many a sorrow, many a labour, many a tear ! 
If I still hold closely to Him, what hath He at last ? 
Sorrow vanquished, labour ended, Jordan past ! 
If I ask Him to receive me, will He say me nay? 
Not till earth and not till heaven pass away ! 
Tending, following, keeping, struggling, is He sure 

to bless ? 
Angels, martyrs, prophets, pilgrims, answer, — Yes ! 

Stephen, of the Monastery of S, Sabbat, 1124. 
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piLGRIM of earth ! who art journeying to heaven^ 

Heir of eternal life, child of the day ! 
Cared for, watched over, beloved, and forgiven, — 
Art thou discouraged because of the way P 

Be trustful, be steadfast, whatever betide thee, 
Only one thing do thou ask of the Lord, — 

Grace to go forward wherever He guide thee, 
Simply believing the truth of His word. . 

Still on thy spirit deep anguish is pressing. 
Not for the yoke that His wisdom bestows ; 

A heavier burden thy soul is distressing, 
A heart that is slow in His love to repose. 

Earthliness, coldness, unthankful behaviour, — 
Ah, thou may'st sorrow, but do not despair ; 

Even this grief thou m^j'st bring to thy Saviour, 
Cast upon Him e'en this burden and care. 

Bring all thy hardness. His power can subdue it ; 

How full is the promise ! the blessing how free ! 
' Whatsoever ye ask in My name, I will do it ; 

Abide in My love, and be joyful in Me ! ' 



•{< 
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Lmt utterances of Mrs. Crewdson, to whom the 
Church is indebted for so many sweet hymns. 

J^OED JESUS, I have nought to plead, 

In earth below, on heaven above. 
But just mine own exceeding need. 
And Thy exceeding love. 

The need will soon be past and gone — 
Exceeding great, but quickly o'er ; 

The love unbought is all Thine own. 
And shall be mine for evermore. 



^ 



QH, eyes that ache with the burden 

Of tears ye may not shed ! 
Oh, lips that close on cry of pain 
For love and hope long dead ! 
There is One Who knows the anguish 

Of longing that will not sleep ; 
There is One Who toucheth softly 
Wounds that are lying deep. 

Hetty Bowman. 



'if 
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HYMN OF SPRING. 

rpuJU spring-tide hour brings leaf and flower, with 

songs of life and love. 
And many a lay wears out the day in many a leafy 

grove. 
Bird, flower, and tree seem to agree their choicest 

gifts to bring ; 
But this poor heart bears not its part, in it there is 

no spring. 
Dews fall apace — the dews of grace — ^upon this soul 

of sin; 
And love divine delights to shine upon the waste 

within: 
Yet, year by year, fruit43, flowers, appear, and birds 

their praises sing; 
But this poor heart bears not its part, its winter has 

no spring. 
Lord, lot Thy love, fresh from above, soft as the 

south wind blow ; 
Call forth its bloom, make its perfume, and bid its 

spices flow. 2>r. Mimsell 
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' Let your moderation be known unto all men : the 

Lord is at hand.' 

'rniS the duty of Christians to give signal testimony 
of their equity and moderation upon all occa- 
sions of difEerencG and contest with one another ; not 
to insist upon the utmost rigour of things, but to be 
ready to comply with all such gentle and prudent 
expedients as may help to heal and accommodate the 
differences amongst them. 

Though this word ' moderation ' do but seldom 
occur in Scripture, being scarce anywhere else used 
but here; yet that which is the substance and 
meaning of it is frequently conmianded, and the 
contrary thereimto prohibited, under different ex- 
pressions, in other places of Scripture. *It is the 
glory of a man to pass over a transgression.' Men 
may think to get the repute of strictness and zeal by 
being rigid and severe towards the failings of others : 
but 'tis a much more glorious thing to show gentle- 
ness and forbearance towards them ; it argues a man 
to have a noble and generous mind, and a real sense 
of humanity. ^^^^ ^.^^^^^ ^^^^ 
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TlfY conscience is my crown, contented thoughts 

my rest, 
My heart is happy in itself, my bKss is in my breast. 
Enough, I reckon wealth ; a mean, the surest lot. 
That lies too high for base contempt, too low for 

envy's shot. 
My wishes are but few, all easy to fulfil, 
I make the limits of my power the boimds unto my 

wiU. 
I have no hopes but one, which is of heavenly reign ; 
Effects attained, or not desired, all lower hopes 

refrain. 
I feel no care of coin, well-doing is my wealth. 
My mind to me an empire is, while grace affordeth 

^®^1*^- Southwell, 1542. 

A MAN may lie as warm and dry under a thatched 

roof as under a gilded one. Let the mind be 

great and noble, and all other things are despised in 

comparison. The future is uncertain; and I had 

rather beg of myself not to desire anything, than 

of fortime to bestow it All I desire is, 

that my poverty may not be a burthen to myself, or 
make me so to others ; and that is the best state of 
fortune, that is neither directly necessitous nor far 
from it. A mediocrity of fortune, with a gentle 
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mind, will preserve us from fear or envy. We never 
consider the blessing of coveting notliing, and the 
nobleness of being full in ourselves without depending 
upon fortune. With economy a little is sufficient, 
and without it nothing ; whereas frugality makes a 
poor man rich. Smeca. 

Good with bad 

Expect to hear ; supernal grace contending 

With sinfulness of men ; thereby to learn 

True patience, and to temper joy with fear 

And pious sorrow ; equally inur'd 

By moderation either state to bear, 

Prosperous or adverse : so shalt thou lead 

Safest thy life, and best prepared endure 

Thy mortal passage when it comes. 

MiltoT^ 

If thou well observe 
The rule of not too much ; by temperance taught, 
In what thou eat'st and drink'st, seeking from thence 
Due nourishment, not gluttonous delight. 
Till many years over thy head return : 
So may'st thou live ; till, like ripe fruit, thou drop 
Into thy mother's lap ; or be with ease 
GaUier'd, not harshly plucked, for death matare. 

Idem, 
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rPHERE is not anytlimg that is necessary to us, but 
we have it either cheap or gratis ; and this is the 
provision that our Heavenly Father has made for us, 
Whose bounty was never wanting to our need. 'Tis 
true the body craves and calls upon us, but then a 
small matter contents it. He that lives according to 
reason, shall never be poor; and he that governs his 
life by opinion, shall never be rich: for nature is 
limited, but fancy is boundless. As for meat, clothes, 
and lodging, a little feeds the body, and as little 
covers it. We may have necessaries upon very easy 
terms, whereas we put ourselves to great pains for 
excesses. It is only pride and curiosity that involves 
us in difficulties. 'Tis the mind that makes us rich 
and happy, in what condition soever we are. 

Seneca. 



^ 
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0artou0 aspects of Eeligton. 



THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION ONE OF CENTRES. 

rjHRISTIAN religion is one of centres, not circum- 
ferences; principles, not statutes; happiness not 
intended for men here, but something higher, viz. 

blessedness. 

Thomas Ershine, 

ItriRACLES and sacrifices not final, things that do 
not terminate in themselves, signs of which 
righteousness and joy in the Holy Ghost are the 
reality. Holiness and love are not signs, but the things 
themselves. The sign refers us always to the coming 
kingdom — thus any resting in the sign is a refusing 
its true import. The Sabbath was a principal sign 
of the coming rest, and most of our Lord's wondrous 
works were done on that day to connect it with the 
same thing. The raising of a dead man to life, if 
that man was to die again, was nothing at all to our 
intelligence except as a sign of a permanent resur- 
rection, and so as to the cure of sickness. The real 
work of the day of grace is the spiritual cleansing. 
The real miracle does ixot consist in patching up the old 
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vessel, but in inaTriTig it a new one. The dealings 
of God tkrougli Moses with Israel are a wonderful 
series of signs, the pattern of the heavenly real 
things. Every acting of the flesh is a seeking of 
gratification to itself on this side death ; it may 
acknowledge God as the girer of its happiness, or the 
guard of its happiness, but God is not the happiness 
itself. A man may look to the police as the pro- 
tector of his happiness, but he has no happiness in 
the police; he woidd be happy to be able to do 
without it. This is idolatry, for that which is our 
happiness is only God. It will be the natural acting 
of the flesh until it is raised up a spiritual body; 
therefore the life of holiness here is a life of hope, 
of a future glory, a righteous kingdom to come, 
detaching us from the actings of Uie flesh and the 
power of seen things by making us partakers of 
Christ's kingdom, fitting us to be partakers of His 

S^^^' Thomas JSrskine. 

SENTIMENTALISM IN RELIGION. 

WHAT we mean by Sentimentalism is that state in 
which a man speaks things deep and truey be- 
cause he perceives that they are beautiful, and that 
it is touching and fine to say them ; things that he 
&in would feel, and fancies that he does f eeL 

F. W. Robertm^ 
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JJELIGION presents few difficulties to the humble, 
many to the proud^ insuperable ones to the yain. 
The difference between man^s law and God's law is, 
that whereas we may reach the highest standard set 
before us by the former, the more we advance in 
striying to fulfil the latter, the higher it keeps on 
rising above us. 

gEEK not of evil root 

To gather wholesome fruit; 
Aim first to be, 
Then shalt thou do, 
What pleases God. 



* 



RELIGION OF DAILY LIFE. 

rjlHEEE are, in this loud, stunning tide 

Of human care and crime, 
With whom the melodies abide 

Of the everlasting chime, 
Who carry music in their heart. 
Through dusky lane and wrangling mtirt ; 
Plying their daily task with busier feet, 
Because their secret souls a holy strain repeat. 

KebU. 
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FOREST HYMN. 

rPHE groves were God's first temples. Ere man 

learned 

To hew the shaft, and lay the architrave. 

And spread the roof above them ; ere he framed 

The lofty vault, to gather and roll back 

The sound of anthems ; — in the darkling wood. 

Amid the cool and silence, he knelt down. 

And offered to the Mightiest solemn thanks 

And supplication. For his simple heart 

Might not resist the sacred influences 

Which, from the stilly twilight of the place. 

And from the gray old trunks that high in heaven 

Mingled their tnossy boughs, and from the sound 

Of the invisible breath that swayed at once 

All their green tops, stole over him, and bowed 

His spirit with the thought of boundless power 

And inaccessible majesty. Ah, why 

Should we, in the world's riper years, neglect 

God's ancient sanctuaries, and adore 

Only among the crowd, and under roofs 

That our frail hands have raised P Let me, at least. 

Here, in the shadow of this aged wood, 

Offer one hymn, — thrice happy, if it find 

Acceptance in His ear. 

Bryant 
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Cemptation* 



n ^H K temptations which meet a Christian in the 
world, to turn him aside from the straight way 
of obedience and holiness, are either such as present 
the hope of some apparent good, to draw him from 
that way, or the fear of some eyil, to drive and 
affright him from it ; and, therefore, the word of 
God is much in strengthening the Christian mind 
against these two ; and it doth it especially, by pos- 
sessing it both with hopes and fears of a higher 
nature that do by far weigh down the other. 

Archbishop Leighton, 1613. 
COLLECT. 

Q GOD, Who knowest us to be set in the midst of 
so many and great dangers, that by reason of 
the frailty of our nature we cannot always stand 
upright; Grant to us such strength and protection 
as may support us in aU dangers and carry us 
through all temptations; through Jesus Christ our 
Lord. Amen. 
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"HEAL gently with the erring ; 

Ye know not of the power 
With which the dark temptation came 

In some unguarded hour. 
Ye may not know how earnestly 

He struggled, or how well, 
Until the hour of darkness came, 

And sadly thus he fell. 
Heir of the self-same heritage. 

Child of the self-same God, 
He hath but stumbled in the path. 

Thou hast in weakness trod. 



* 



VIA, VERITAS, VITA. 

TTAST thou been lured by pleasure gay. 

From the straight heavenward path to stray P 
Seek Christ ! In Him thou find'st the Way! 

Fain would'st thou,, in the pride of youth. 
The heights of knowledge climb forsooth P 
At Christ's feet sit thou ! He is Truth ! 

Dost tremble at the soul's stem strife, 
'Mid world with deadly dangers rife ; 
Let Christ dwell in thee ! He is Life ! 

J. U. AbrahaU. 
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* There is that maketh himself rich, yet hath nothing ; there 

is that maketh himself poor, yet hath great riches,^ 

* Provide yourselves purses which wax not old, a treasure in 

the heavens that faileth not, where no thief approacheth, 
neither moth cormptethn 

Give what Thou wilt, without Thee we are poor, 
And with Thee rich, take what Thou wilt away. 

Govyper, 

DURABLE EICHES. 

^HE meanest creature of His care 

Finds some soft nest to greet it made ; 
The hunted beast has yet its lair, 
He had not where to lay His head. 

And scarce a little child that dies, 
But has its treasured things to share : 

Its little store of legacies, 
Love hoards thenceforth with sacred care. 

H 
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He left no treasure to divide, 

E'en the poor garments wliich He wore 

Were shared by strangers ere He died. 
For their own worth and nothing more. 

Yet when the first disciples trod 
Vineyards and fields of other men, 

Pilgrims beside the Son of God, 

Had royal grants enriched them then P 

Or when, on His Ascension Day, 

They stood once more on Olivet, 
And town and village 'neath them lay. 

Gems in their vines and oKves set,— 

Nor vines nor olives, house nor lands. 
They owned those hills and valleys o'er ; 

Yet when Christ lifted up His hands 

And blessed them, were those Christians poor ? 

If of that world which is His own. 
Where every knee to Him shall bow. 

Some special acres each had won. 
Had they been richer then or now P 

Voice of Christian Life in Song, 



* 
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MONEY. 

* He thai, loveth silver shall not he satisfied vrUh silver^ 
nor he thai loveth riches with increase,^ 

THE world's cliief idol, nurse of fretting cares. 

Dumb trafficker, yet understood o'er all. 
How many. Money, hast thou made to fall ! 
The general jewel, of all things the price. 
To virtue sparing, lavish unto vice. 

Sir W. Alexander, 

nTBCE fool that is unfortunately rich. 

His goods, perchance, doth from the poor extort. 
Yet leaves his brother dying in a ditch. 

Whom one excess, if spar'd, would well support ; 
And, whilst the love of gold doth him bewitch. 
This miser's misery gives others sport. 
The prodigal God's creatures doth abuse. 
And them, the wretch, not necessar'ly use. 

^pEEY call thee rich, I deem thee poor. 

Since if thou dar'st not use thy store. 
But saVst it only for thine heirs : 
The treasure is not thine but theirs. 
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"PXTOL not riches, then, the toil of fools, 

The wise man's ciunbrance, if not snare ; more apt 
To slacken Virtue, and abate her edge, 
Than prompt her to do aught may merit praise. 

MUton, 

TTOW much better is it to get wisdom than gold ! 
And to get understanding rather to be chosen 
than silver ! 

RULES FOR GIVING. 

"PEEL that there is a sacred fund, which will be 
made less by every superfluity y by every unne- 
cessary expense. Let us learn Christian economy 
first ; next, we shall, by God's grace, learn Christian 
self-denial. The Macedonians gave not out of their 
abundance, but out of their deep poverty. . . . 
Often the greatest exercise of charity is when there 
is nothing given, but where the deserving are helped 
to support themselves. Often the highest charity is 
to pay liberally for all things had or done for you, 
because to underpay workmen and then give liberally 
is not charity. On the other hand, to give when by 
so doing you support idleness is most pernicious; 
but if your charity is wisely and systematically given, 
then the refusal of idle appeals does no harm to the 
^®art. ^, ^^ HoberUon. 
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npWO mites, two drops, yet all her house and land. 
Fall from a steady heart, though trembling hand. 
The other's wanton wealth foams high and brave ; 
The other cast away — she only gave. 

Crashawe, 1633. 

T AEGELT Thou givest, gracious Lord, 
Largely Thy gifts should be restored. 
Freely Thou givest, and Thy word 

Is, ' Freely give.* 
He only who forgets to hoard 
Has learned to live. 

The poor man wants some things — the covetous man 
wants all. Seneca. 

T SEE we are not rich or poor by what we possess, 
but by what we desire. For he is not rich that 
hath much, but he that hath enough ; nor he poor 
that hath but little, but he that wants more. If 
God, then, make me rich by store, I will not im- 
poverish myself by covetousness ; but if He make 
me poor by want, I will enrich myself by content. 

Arthur Warwick^ 1650. 
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THE DANGEB OF BICHES. 

* Woe unto you that are rich I for ye have received your 

coneokUion,* 

TTNLESS we were accustomed to read the New 
Testament from our childhood, I think we 
should be very much struck with the warnings which 
it contains, not only against the love of riches, but 
the very possession of them. We should wonder with 
a portion of that astonishment which the Apostles at 
first felt, who had been brought up in the notion that 
they were a chief reward which God bestowed on 
those He loved. As it is, we have heard these most 
solemn declarations so continually, that we have 
ceased to attach any distinct meaning to them; or, 
if our attention is at any time drawn more closely to 
them, we soon dismiss the subject, on some vague 
imagination that what is said in Scripture had a re- 
ference to the particular times when Christ came, 
without attempting to settle its exact application to 
us, or whether it has any such application at all ; as 
if the circumstance that the application requires care 
and thought, were an excuse for giving no thought 
nor care whatever to the settling of it. 

But even if we had ever so little concern in the 
Scripture denunciations against riches and the love 
of riches, the very awfulness of them might have 
seemed enough to save them from neglect. We 
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suspect that the neglect in question does not entirely 
arise from unconcern, but from a sort of misgiving 
that the subject of riches is one which cannot be 
safely or comfortably discussed without placing the 
claims of God's law and the pride of life into visible 
and perplexing opposition. Let us, then, see what 
the letter of Scripture says on the subject. For 
instance, consider the text : ' Woe unto you that are 
rich ! for ye have received your consolation.' The 
words are sufficiently clear, it will not be denied, as 
spoken of rich persons in our Saviour's days. Let 
the full force of the word ' consolation ' be observed. 
It is used by way of contrast to the comfort which 
is promised to the Christian in the list of beatitudes. 
Comfort, in all the fulness of that word, as including 
help, guidance, encouragement, and support, is the 
promise of the Gospel. The promised Spirit who 
has taken Christ's place was called by Him the 
* Comforter.' There is, then, something very fearful 
in the intimation of the text, that those who have 
riches thereby receive their portion, such as it is, in 
full, instead of the heavenly gift of the Gospel. The 
same doctrine is implied in our Lord's words in 
the parable of Dives and Lazarus, * Son, remember 
thou in thy lifetime receivedst thy good things, 
and likewise Lazarus evil things ; but now he is 
comforted, and thou art tormented.' At another 
time He said to His disciples, 'How hardly shall 
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they that have riches enter into the kingdom of 
God!' 

Now, it is usual to dismiss such passages with the 
remark that they are directed, not against those who 
have, but against those who trmt in riches ; as if, 
forsooth, they implied, no connexion between the 
having and the trusting ; no warning, lest the pos- 
session lead to the idolatrous reliance on them; no 
necessity of fear and anxiety in the possessors, lest 
they should become castaways. 

And this irrelevant distinction is supposed to find 
countenance in our Lord's own language on one of 
the occasions above referred, to, in which He first 
says, 'How hardly shall they that have riches;' 
then, * How hard it is for them that trust in riches 
to enter into the kingdom of God ; ' whereas surely 
He only removes His disciples' false impression, that 
the bare circumstance of possessing wealth was in- 
consistent with a state of salvation, and no more 
interprets having by trusting than makes trusting 

essential to having. 

J. H, Newman, 



* 
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Ctinsttente* 



* Herein do I exercise myself, to have always a conscience 
void of offence toward God and toward men.' 

WHAT stronger breast-plate than a heart un- 
tainted P 
Thrice is he armed that hath his quarrel just ; 
And he but naked, though locked up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted. 

Shakespeare. 

T^HERE is some soul of goodness in things evil. 

Would men observingly distil it out ; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 

Which is both healthful, and good husbandry ; 

Besides, they are our outward consciences 

And preachers to us all ; admonishing. 

That we should dress us fairly for our end. 

Idem. 

"POR Nature in man's heart her laws doth put. 

Prescribing truth to wit and good to will ; 
Which do accuse or else excuse all men. 
For every thought or practice good or ill. 
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'P Y all means, use sometimes to be alone ; 

Salute thyself, see what thy soul doth wear ; 
Dare to look in thy chest, for 'tis thine own. 

And tumble up and down what thou find'st there. 

G. Herbert, 1593. 

* 

VET still there whispers the small voice within, 
Heard through gain's silence and o'er glory's din ; 

Whatever creed be taught, or land be trod, 
Man's conscience is the oracle of God. 

S, T. Coleridge. 

VOICE OF CONSCIENCE. 

T^HE voice of your conscience is the voice of your 
God. Obey it, and you will find peace and 
holiness ; disobey it, and you will lose the light of 
God's countenance, until you repent and learn to 
obey once more. But to repent heartily is to be for- 
given wholly Christ can give peace to the 

accusing, to the gnawing, to the terrified. He alone 
can wake the sleeping conscience, and call it into 

life again when it is dead. 

F. W. Farrar. 
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#uitrante* 



^ rJH K excellent mother of the Wesley 8 thus writes to 
her son John: ' Would you judge of the lawful- 
ness or unlawfulness of pleasure, of the innocence or 
malignity of actions? Take this rule: Whatever 
weakens your reason, impairs the tenderness of your 
conscience, obscures your sense of God, or takes ofE 
the relish of spiritual things ; in short, whatever in- 
creases the strength and authority of your body over 
your mind, that thing is sin to you, however inno- 
cent it may be in itself/ 

TIE is a path, if any be misled ; 

He is a robe, if any naked be ; 
If any chance to himger. He is bread ; 
If any be a bondman. He is free ; 
If any be but weak, how strong is He ! 
To dead men, life He is ; to sick men health ; 
To blind men sight ; and, to the needy, wealth ; 
A pleasure without loss ; a treasure without stealth. 

OUes Fletcher, 1610. 
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Q LORD, direct me in the use 

Of tilings that lawful are ; 
For lawful things may have abuse. 
And prove a fatal snare. 



* 



How important it is not only to do what is right, 
but to do it in the right way, and at the right time! 



* 



How many things by season seasoned are 
To their right praise, and true perfection. 

Shakespeare, 

JF I am right, Thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to stay ; 

If I am wrong, oh, teach my heart 

To find the better way. 

Fope. 
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* Come^ take up the cross , and follow Me* 

A MIDST my list of blessings infinite 

Stands this the foremost — ^that my heart hath 
bled. 
^Tis Heaven's last effort of goodwill to men ; 
When pain can't bless, Heaven quits us in despair, 
May Heaven ne'er trust my friend with happiness 
Till it has taught him how to bear it well 
By previous pain, and make it safe to smile ! 

Affliciign is a sacred enclosure where the soul may 

meet God alone. 

PATIENCE is more oft the exercise 

Of saints, the trial of their fortitude. 

Making them each his own deliverer, 

And victor over all 

That tyranny or fortune caa inflict. 

MilUm, 
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NOYEMBEB. 

HTHE Autimm wind is moaning low the reqtiiem of 

the year ; 
The days are growing short again, the fields forlorn 

and sere; 
The sunny sky is waxing dim and chill the hazy 

air; 
And tossing trees before the breeze are taming brown 

and bare. 

All Nature and her children now prepare for rougher 

days; 
The squirrel makes his winter bed and hazel hoard 

purveys ; 
The sunny swallow spreads his wings, to seek a 

brighter sky ; 
And bodiQg owl, with nightly howl, says cloud and 

storm are nigh. 

No more 'tis sweet to walk abroad, among the even- 
ing dews ; 

The flowers are fled from every path, with all their 
scents and hues ; 

The joyous bird no more is heard, save when his 
slender song 

The robin drops as meek he hops the withered leaves 
among. 
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Those withered leaves, that slender song, a solemn 

truth convey. 
In Wisdom's ear they speak aloud of frailty and 

decay ; 
They say, that man's appointed year shall have its 

winter too, 
Shall rise and shine, and then decline, as all 

around him do. 

They tell him all he has on earth — ^his brightest, 

dearest things, 
His loves and friendships, joys and hopes, have all 

their faUs and springs ; 
A wave upon the moonlit sea, a leaf before the 

blast, 
A summer flower, an April hour, that gleams and 

hurries past. 

And be it so ; I know it well ; myself, and all that's 

mine. 
Must roll on with the rolling year, and ripen to 

decline ; 
I do not shun the solemn truth ; to him it is not 

drear. 
Whose hopes can rise above the skies to see a 

Saviour near. 

It only makes him feel with joy, this earth is not his 

home. 
It sends him on from present life to brighter hours 

to come ; 
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It bids him take with thankful heart, whatever his 

God may send, 
CJontent to go thro' weal or woe, to glory in the 

end. 

Then murmur on, ye wintry winds — remind me of 

my doom; 
Ye lengthened nights still image forth the darkness 

of the tomb. 
Eternal summer lights the heart where Jesus 

deigns to shine; 
I mourn no loss, I shun no cross, so Thou, Lord, 

art mine. 

THE CROSS OF CHRIST : ITS ATTRACTIVE POWER. 

T^HEY were living to themselves: Self, with its 
hopes and promises, and dreams, had still hold 
of them, but He began to fulfil their prayers. They 
had asked for contrition, and He sent them sorrow ; 
they had asked for purity, and He sent them thrill- 
ing anguish ; they had asked to be meek, and He 
had broken their hearts ; they had asked to be dead 
to the world, and He slew all their living hopes; 
they had asked to be made like unto Him, and He 
placed them in the furnace, sitting by ^ as a refiner 
of silver,' till they should reflect His image; they 
had asked to lay hold of His cross, and when He bad 



^ge Clouti? anti SDark SDa^. ii3 



reached it to them it lacerated their hands ; they 
had asked they knew not what, nor how: but He had 
taken them at their word, and granted them all 
their petitions. They were hardly willing to follow 
on so far, or to draw so nigh to Him. They had 
upon them an awe and fear, as Jacob at Beth-el, or 
Eliphaz in the night visions, or as the Apostles 
when they thought they had seen a spirit, and knew 
not that it was Jesus ; they could almost pray Him 
to depart from them, or to hide His awfulness. 
They found it easier to obey than to suffer ; to do 
than to give up ; to bear the cross than to hang upon 
it; but they cannot go back, for they have come too 
near the unseen cross, and its virtues have pierced 
too deeply within them. He is fulfilling to them 
His promise, ' And I, if I be lifted up, will draw all 
men unto Me ; ' but now their turn is come at last, 
and that is all. Before, they had only heard of the 
mystery, but now the j feel it. He has fastened on 
them His look of love, as He did on Mary and 
Peter, and they cannot choose but follow. Little by 
little, from time to time, by flitting gleams, the 
mystery of His cross shines out upon them. They 
behold Him, and are lifted up by gazing on Him ; 
they advance, and are changed into His likeness, and 
He dwells in them. They live alone with Him 
above, in unspeakable fellowship, willing to lack 
what others own, and to be unlike all, so that they 



I 
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are only like Him. Such are they in all ages * who 
follow the Lamb whithersoever He goeth.' Had 
they chosen for themselves, or their friends chosen 
for them, they would have chosen otherwise. They 
would have been brighter here, but less glorious in 
His kingdom. They would have had Lot's portion, 
not Abraham's, if they had halted anywhere — ^if He 
had taken off His hand and let them stray back — and 
what would they not have lost ? What forfeits in the 
morning of the resurrection ! But He staid them 
up, even against themselves. Many a time their 
foot had well-nigh slipped. But He in mercy held 
them up ; now, even in this life, they know all He 
did was done well. It was good for them to stand 
alone with Him, on the mountain and in the cloud, 
and that not their will, but His, was done on them. 

* / toUl Mess the Lord at all times,' 

QH ! Thou whose bounty fills my cup, 

With every blessing meet, 
I give Thee thanks for every drop, 
The bitter and the sweet. 

I thank Thee for the desert road. 

And for the river-side. 
For aU Thy goodness has bestowed. 

And all Thy grace denied. 



%^z ClottH^ anti SDarfi 9Da^^ 115 

I thank Thee for the smile and frown, 

And for the gain and loss ; 
I bless Thee for the future crown, 

And for the present cross. 

I praise Thee for the wing of love. 

Which stirred my worldly nest ; 
And for the stormy cloud which drove 

The flutterer to Thy breast. 

I bless Thee for the glad increase. 

And for the exceeding joy ; 
And for this calm and settled peace 

Which nothing can destroy. 



* 



' Wko7n the Lord hveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every 

son whom He receiveth.' 

TRIALS TO BE EXPECTED. 

TBIALS from one source or another you must ex- 
pect. The path of life is a smooth path to none. 
Nor are those the happiest to whom it is smoothest. 
In the long run it is generally the reverse. And 
for this reason, that whilst our path is smooth and 
sunny, we are content with the happiness that this 
poor world bestows; but when the path is broken up 
by trials, and our sun is obscured by clouds, we are 
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led to look above the world, and we get the heavenly 
abiding peace that Jesus gives. 

When trials come, therefore, do not regard their 
human source, but look to the Divine Hand that or- 
dains them for your good. Esteem each as an 
especial gift of Jesus' love; His yoke and burden for 
the hour; His method of imparting rest to your soul. 
Take the trial, whatever it be, and go with it into 
your own heart, and ask Jesus to be your light by 
the way. He will then show you in yourself the need 
he for it. He will show you the purpose of it. He 
will enable you to profit, for *He giveth more grace,' — 
grace to believe, to pray, to wait on Him, to walk 
with Him, to be patient, to bear and forbear, to be 
humble, to forgive, to love, to grow in grace — grace 
to follow Jesus fully, to be holy, to be happy in your- 
self and then to promote the happiness of others. 
Yes, He giveth more grace, and hereafter, at the 
revelation of Jesus Christ, ^ He will give glory.' 

The following beautiful lines are taken from Gellerfs 
' Solace of the Life to come,^ 

TTE was a scholar and popular lecturer, much be- 
loved by the young men who attended his lectures. 
He lived during the Seven Years* War, was a 
succourer of many, and often in this way reduced 
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himself to great poverty. We are told that he 
might be seen in a small room in Leipzig, surrounded 
by his books, his well-used Bible on the table, which 
opened at the words, ' What ! shall we receive good 
at the hand of God, and shall we not receive evilP* 
His heart-utterances, which were the expression of 
his own deep experience, went to the hearts of many. 
He was one of the most esteemed of all the sacred 
poets of Germany, and princes and celebrated persons 
made pilgrimages to visit him. After a life enriched 
by numerous benefactions, and great suffering en- 
dured with exemplary patience and serenity, he left 
the world he had benefited for the 'rest that re- 
maineth,' in 1769, at the age of fifty-four. *I am 
weak, and cannot understand much,' he said, shortly 
before he ceased to breathe, 'but pronounce the 
name of my Redeemer, — when I hear that, I feel 
fresh strength and joy.' Gellert's death was re- 
garded as a national calamity. His biographer says, 
'Perhaps no grave has ever been watered with so 
many tears.' Let it be repeated, he was a great 
Bible reader, and a firm believer in revelation. 

When these brief trial days are spent, there dawns 

a glad eternity ! 
There, lost in measureless content, our tears and 
sorrows cease to be ; 
Here virtue toils with earnest care : 
Her glorious crown awaits her there ! 
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Jli^re, I must seek; there, I shall find; for there shall 

virtue all unfold 
Before my holier, purer mind, her worth so great, so 
manifold : 
The God of Love, whom I adore, 
I there shall worship more and more. 

There^ in that light, shall I discern what here on earth 

I dimly saw ; 
Those deep and wondrous counsels learn, whose 
mystery filled me here with awe; 
There trace, with gratitude intense, 
The hidden links of Providence. 

Perchance, — ah, would that this might be ! — ^will some 

blest soul in that abode 
Cry ' Hail ! for thou hast rescued me, and won my 
heart to heaven and God ! * 
Oh, God ! what exquisite delight, 
To save a soul from sin and night I 

Oellert. 



* 
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IT MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 

T ED by kindlier Hand than ours, 

We journey through this earthly scene, 
And should not in our weary hours 
Turn to regret what might have been. 

And yet these hearts, when torn by pain, 
Or wrung by disappointment keen, 

Will seek relief from present cares 

In thoughts of joys that might have been. 

But let us still these wishes vain. 

We know not that of which we dream ; 

Our lives might have been sadder yet — 
God only knows what might have been. 

Forgive us. Lord, our little faith. 

And help us all from morn till e'en 
Still to believe that lot the best 

Which is — not that which might have been. 

And grant we may so pass the days 
The cradle and the grave between. 

That death's dark hour not darker be 

For thoughts of what life might have been. 

G, Z, Gray. 



* 
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(j-ET over it!* Strangely do people talk of getting 
oyer a great sorrow, overleaping it, passing it 
by, thrusting it into oblivion. Not so! No one 
ever does that — at least, no nature which can be 
touched with the feeling of deep grief at all. The 
only way is to pass through the ocean of affliction, 
solemnly, slowly, with humility, and in faith — as the 
Israelites passed through the sea. Then its very 
waves of misery will divide and become to us a wall 
on the right side and on the left, until the gulf 
narrows and narrows before our eyes, and we land 
safe on the opposite shore. ,^^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^^ , 

UP-HILL. 

"nOES the road wind up-hill all the way ? 

Yes, to the very end ! 
Will the day's journey take the whole long day ? 
From mom to night, my friend ! 

But is there for the night a resting-place ? 

A roof for when the slow dark hours begin ! 
May not the darkness hide it from my face ? 

You cannot miss that Inn ! 

Shall I meet other wayfarers at night ? 

Those who have gone before ! 
Then must I knock, or call when just in sight? 

They wiU not keep you standing at that door ! 
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Shall I find comfort, travel-sore and weak P 

Of labour you shall find the sum ! 
Will there be beds for me and all who seek ? 

Yea, beds for all who come ! 

Christina Eassetti, 

•PATIENT IN TBIBULATION.' 

TF we could once get a clear sight into that kingdom 
afar off, everything here in this world would 
crumble into ashes. It would not signify whether 
we had trod alone through thorns, or been led softly 
amid pleasant places — when our eyes were once fixed 
firmly and eternally there. . . . Be not impatient of 
God, your sorrow is a seed sown. Shall a seed come 
up in a day, or come up all in blossom when it does 
spring? Let God plant your sorrows and water 
them, and till them according to his own husbandry. 
By-and-by, when you gather their fruit, it will be 
time to judge His mercy. 'Now no affliction for 
the present seemeth to be joyous, nevertheless after- 
wards it yieldeth the peaceable fruit of righteousness 
unto them who are exercised thereby.* Trouble is 
like any other crop, it needs time for growing, for 
blossoming, and for fruiting. Maay of our troubles 
are instantly cured by holding them up to the light 
of God's countenance. They arise from seeing 
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things in a false light, or from seeing things in the 

half light of this world; when they are surveyed in 

the great sphere and in the light of heaven, they 

dissolve like snow-flakes.' 

ff. W. Beecher. 

• BE CAREFUL FOB NOTHING.' 

' Be careful for nothing; hut in everything, by prayer and 
supplication with thanksgiving, let yowr requests be made 
known unto God,* 

TT AST thou within a care so deep, 

It chases from thine eyelids sleep P 
To thy Redeemer take that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer. 

Hast thou a hope with which thy heart 
Would almost feel it death to part ? 
Entreat thy God that hope to crown, 
Or give thee strength to lay it down. 

Hast thou a friend whose image dear 
May prove an idol worshipped here P 
Implore the Lord that nought may be 
A shadow between heaven and thee. 

Whatever the care which breaks thy rest, 
Whatever the wish that swells thv breast. 
Spread before God that wish, that care. 
And change anxiety to prayer. 
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THE GREAT VICTORIES. 

TN the trials to be suffered, 

In the fellowship with care, 
*Tis the hidden inward struggle 
That will prove the worst to bear. 

'Tis the strife that no man pities, 

*Tis the cry that no man hears, 
'Tis the victory unpaeaned 

But by secret sobs and tears. 

Oh, my friends, when God's great angel 
Sounds aloud the deeds of might, 

On the day when hearts are opened 
In the holy Father's sight, — 

Then the greatest deeds and noblest 

Will be those imheard of now. 
Hidden under silent heart-beats. 

And an uncomplaining brow : 

Deeds of patient self -rejection 

Wrung from hearts that made no moan — 
Tender hearts, that, like the Master's, 

* Trod the winepress all alone.' 

Hearts that purer grew, and fairer. 

In the struggle day by day. 

Learning thus from holy teachers 

How to suffer and to pray. 

American. 
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* For as many as are led by the Spirit of God, they are ike 

sons of God.* 

"PATHER, my way is dark and wild, 
Take pity on Thy wandering child, 
And lead me as Thy Spirit led 
Those number'd with the holy dead. 

Calmly they walk'd their vale of tears. 
Untroubled by its phantom fears ; 
Children, beneath a Father's care. 
They only felt that Thou wert there. 

guide me as Thy Spirit gave 
His guidance over land and wave, 
To those who saw Thy Gospel spread. 
And made Thy Word their daily bread. 

Oh, lead me as Thy Spirit led 

The martyr to his fiery bed ; 

Who kindled with the kindling brand 

A torch that blazed throughout the land. 

Or if Thy child in silence goes 
With those whose trials no man knows ; 
Still, Father, leave me not alone, 
Until my pilgrimage be done. 

Bishop Hinds 



* 
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17C7HEN we cannot see our way, 
Let us trust and still obey ; 
He Who bids us forward go, 
Will not fail the way to show. 



* 



UPON HEAEING OF MUSIC BY NIGHT. 

TTOW sweetly doth this music sound in this dead 

season ! In the daytime it would not, it could 

not so much affect the ear. All harmonious sounds 

are advanced by a silent darkness. Thus it is with 

the glad tidings of salvation. The Gospel never 

sounds so sweet as in the night of persecution, or of 

our own private affliction. It is ever the same ; the 

difference is in our disposition to receive it. 

O God, Whose praise it is to give songs in the 

night, make my prosperity conscionable, and my 

crosses cheerful! 

Bishop Hall, 1601. 



* 
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TWILIGHT REVERIE. 

^HE hmnan heart has hidden treasures, 

In secret kept, in silence sealed ; 
The thoughts, the hopes, the dreams, the pleasures. 
Whose charms were broken, if revealed. 

And there are hours of lonely musing, 

Such as at twilight's silence come, 
When, soft as birds, their pinions closing, 

The heart's best feelings gather home. 
Then in our souls there seems to languish 

A tender grief that is not woe ; 
And thoughts that once wnmg groans of anguish, 

Now cause but some mild tears to flow. 

Ajid it can dwell on moonlight glimmer. 

On evening shades and loneliness. 
And, while the sky grows dim and dimmer, 

Feel no untold and sad distress : 
Only a deeper impulse given 

By lonely hour and darkened room. 
To solemn thoughts that soar to heaven. 

Seeking a life and world to come. 

C, BrofUe. 



* 
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Crust 



' They that trust in the L<yrd shall he <m Mount Zion, 
which cannot be revnoved, hvi ahideth for ever,' 

T^HE spirit of the thirty-seventh Psabn pervades 
Samson AgonisteSy and its tenderest thoughts 
are in Paradise Regained^ which breathes every- 
where a placid music to one burden: 'Rest in the 
Lord, and wait patiently for Him/ In Paradise 
Lost there was a temptation yielded to, in Para- 
dise JRegained there is a temptation overcome ; and 
the tempting of Christ in the wilderness is so told as 
to teach, through Christ, how, under all trials and 
temptations of life, and suggestion of doubt, the one 
safeguard is an abiding faith and quiet trust in our 
Father who is in heaven. 

Milton ended his play, and his life as a poet, 
with the lesson of a firm and absolute reliance upon 
God, however evil seem the days on which we fall. 

H, Morley, 
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IN THE PLAINS OF JOBDAN. 

Ty^E thank Thee, Lord, for weary days. 

When desert springs were dry, 
And first we knew what depth of need 
Thy love could satisfy. 

Days when beneath the desert sun, 

Along the toilsome road, 
O'er roughest ways we walked with One — 

That One, the Son of God. 

We thank Thee for that rest in Him 

The weary only know ; 
The perfect wondrous sympathy 

We needs must learn below. 

The sweet companionship of One, 

Who once the desert trod ; 
The glorious fellowship with One 

TJpon the throne of Goi 

The joy no desolation here 
Can reach, or cloud, or dim — 

The present Lord, the living God, 
And we alone with Him. 

We know Him, as we could not know. 
E'en through Heaven's golden years ; 

We there shall see His glorious face, 
But Mary saw His tears. 
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The touch that heals the broken heart 

Is never felt above ; 
His angels know His blessedness, 

His wayworn saints Bis love. 

When in the glory and the rest 

We joyfully adore, 
Remembering the desert way, 

We yet shall praise Him more. 

Remembering how amidst our toU, 

Our conflict and our sin, 
He brought the water for our thirst 

It cost His blood to win. 

And now, in perfect peace, we go 

Along the way He trod, 
Still learning from all need below 

Depths of the heart of God. 



* 



Anon, 



A LTHOTJGH the fig-tree shall not blossom, 

Neither shall fruit be in the vines ; ' 

The labour of the olive shall fail, 

And the fields shall yield no meat ; 

The flock shall be cut off from the fold, 

And there shall be no herd in the stalls, — 

Yet will I rejoice in the Lord, 

I will joy in the God of my salvation ! 

Habakkuk, 
K 
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' Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof,' 



T IT A YE nothing to do with to-morrow, 
My Saviour will make that His care, 
Should He fiU it with trouble and sorrow. 

He'll help me to suffer or bear. 
I have nothing to do with to-morrow, 

Its burden, then, why should I share ? 
Its grace and its strength I can't borrow. 

Then why should I borrow its care ? 



Anon. 



* 



*/ udll trust the Lord at all times,' 

TIOW oft our hearts will whisper 

That better 'twould betide 
If we were near the friends we love. 

And watching by their side. 
But sure Thou'lt love them, dearest Lord, 

For trusting Thee alone ; 
And sure Thou wilt draw nearer. Lord, 

The further we are gone. 
Then why be sad, since Thou wilt keep 

Watch o'er them night and day ; 
Since Thou unit soothe them when they weep, 

And hear us when we pray ? 



•i< 
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THE RIGHT MUST WIN. 

« 

QH, it is hard to work for God, 

To rise and take His part, 
Upon this battle-field of earth. 
And not sometimes lose heart ! 

He hides Himself so wondrously, 
As though there were no God ; 

He is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill are most abroad. 

Or He deserts us at the hour 

The fight is all but lost ; 
And seems to leave us to ourselves 

Just when we need Him most. 

Yes, there is less to try our faith, 

In our mysterious creed. 
Than in the godless look of earth. 

In these our hours of need. 

Ill masters good ; good seems to change 

To ill with greatest ease ; 
And, worst of all, the good with good 

Is at cross purposes. 

It is not 80 y but so it looks ; 

And we lose courage then ; 
Aud doubts will come if God hath kept 

His promises to men. 
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Ah ! God is other than we think ; 

His ways are far above ; 
Far beyond reason's height, and reached 

Only by child-like love. 

The look, the fashion of God's ways, 
Love's life-long study are ; 

She can be bold, and guess, and act. 
When reason would not dare. 

"Workman of God ! oh, lose not heart. 
But learn what God is like ; 

And in the darkest battle-field 
Thou shalt know where to strike. 

Thrice blest is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
That God is on the field when He 

Is most invisible. 

Blest too is he who can divine . 

Where real right doth lie, 
And dares to take the side that seems 

Wrong to man's blindfold eye. 

Then learn to scorn the praise of men. 
And learn to lose with God ; 

For Jesus won the world through shame. 
And beckons thee His road. 

God's glory is a wondrous thing. 
Most strange in all its ways, 
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And, of all things on earth, least like 
What men agree to praise. 

As He can endless glory weave 

From what men reckon shane, 
In His own world He is content 

To play a losing game. 

Muse on His justice, downcast soid, 

Muse and take better heart ; 
Back with thine angel to the field, 

And bravely do thy part 

God's justice is a bed, where we 

Our anxious hearts may lay. 
And, weary with ourselves, may sleep 

Our discontent away. 

For right is right, since God is God : 

And right the day must win ; 
To doubt would be disloyalty. 

To falter would be sin. Faber, 

A LL is best though we oft doubt. 
What the unsearchable dispose 
Of Highest Wisdom brings about. 

And ever best found in the close. 
Oft He seems to hide His face, 
But unexpectedly returns. 
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* Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed 
on T/iee : because he trusteth in Thee,^ 

T LOOK to Thee in every need^ and never look in vain ; 

I feel Thy strong and tender love, and aU is well 
again ; 

The thought of Thee is mightier far 

Than sin, and pain, and sorrow are. 

Discouraged in the work of life, disheartened by its 
load, 

Shamed by its failures or its fears, I sink beside the 
road; 

But let me only think of Thee, 

And then new heart springs up in me. 

Thy calmness bends serene above, my restlessness to 
stiU; 

Around me flows Thy quickening life, to nerve my 
faltering will ; 

Thy Presence fills my soUtude, 

Thy Providence turns aU to good. 

T^HOUGH scoffers ask, ' Where is your gain P ' 

And mocking say, 'You work in vain;' 
Whate'er the works that be forgot. 
Work done for God, It dieth not. 
Work on, work on, nor doubt nor fear, 
From age to age this voice shall cheer, — 
Whatever may die and be forgot. 
Work done for God, It dieth not. Old MS, 
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T'LL trust my great Physician's skill, 

What He prescribes can ne'er be iU ; 
No longer wiU I groan or pine, 
Thy pleasure 'tis — ^it shall be mine. 

Thy medicine oft produces smart. 
Thou wound'st me in the tenderest part ; 
All that I prized below is gone ; 
Yet, Father, still Thy will be done. 

Since 'tis Thy sentence I shoidd part 
With what is nearest to my heart, 
My little all I here resign, 
And, lo ! my heart itself is Thine. 

Take all, great God : I will not grieve, 
But wish I still had more to give ; 
I hear Thy voice, Thou bidd'st me quit 
This favourite gourd, and I submit. 

From E, Irving i Memoir, 

IT is a great comfort that the path of the Master's 
followers does not lie amongst the ^happening^^ 

but is aU a road planned for them by His own love 

and wisdom. 

* When Daniel's three friends were cast into the 

furnace, nothing was consumed but their fetters, and 

the Son of God walked with them in the midst of 

the fire.' 
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•HE KNOWS.' 

T KNOW not what may befall me, 

God tenderly shades my eyes ; 
And so each step in my onward path 

He makes new scenes to arise ; 
And every loy He sends me comes 

As a eSaii and sweet surprise. 

I see not a step before me. 
Yet I journey without a fear ; 

The Past is stiU in God's keeping, 
The Future His mercy will clear ; 

And what looks dark in the distance 
May brighten as I draw near. 

For perhaps the dreaded Future 
Has less bitter than I think ; 

The Lord may sweeten the waters 
Before I stoop to drink — 

Or if Marah must be Marah 
He will stand beside the brink. 

It may be He has waiting 
For the coming of my feet. 

Some gift of such rare blessedness, 
Some joy so passing sweet- 

That my lips shall only tremble 
With the thanks they cannot speak. 
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Oh, restful, blissful ignorance ! 

'Tis blessed not to know — 
It keeps me so still in those Arms 

That will not let me go ; 
And it hushes my soul to rest 

On the Friend that loves me so. 

I journey on not knowing (Heb. iL 8), 

I would not if I might ; 
I would rather walk in the dark with God 

Than walk alone in the light ; 
I would rather walk with Him by faith 

Than walk alone in the light. 

My heart shrinks back from trials 

That the future may disclose ; 
Yet I never had a sorrow 

But what the dear Lord chose : 
So I send the coming tear ba<;k 

With the whispered words ' He knows.* 

Brainerd. 



* 
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T^HE woTinded heart is prone to entertain 

Presumptuous thoughts, and feelings which 
arraign 
The appointed course of things ; but what are we, 
Short-sighted creatures of an hour, 
That we should judge P In part alone we see, 
And this but dimly. He "Who ordereth all, 
Beholdeth all at once, and to the end : 
Upon His wisdom and His power. 
His mercy and His boimdless love, we rest ; 
And, resting thus in humble faith, we know. 
Whether the present be for weal or woe. 
For us whatever is must needs be best. 



* 
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Ci^tttentment 



' Be content vriih such things as ye have : for He hath said, 
I tffUl never leave thee nor forsake thee* 

SPECIAL MEANS OF CONTENTMENT. 

THE first tiling to be done is to labour for a true 
and lively faith; for faith is the^very basis, the 
foundation, whereupon our hearts, and all our hearts' 
content, must rest ; the whole frame of our content- 
ment rising higher or lower, weaker or stronger, in 
proportion to that foundation. First, labour to have 
thy heart thoroughly persuaded of the goodness of 
God towards thee ; that He is thy Father, and that 
whether He frown upon thee or correct thee, or how- 
soever otherwise He seem to deal with thee. He still 
beareth a Fatherly affection towards thee ; that what 
He giveth thee He giveth in love, because He seeth 
it best for thee to have it ; and what He denieth thee 
He denieth in love, because He seeth it best for thee 
to want it. Persuade thyself, in like sort, of all the 
Lord's dealings with thee. If at any time He do not 
answer thee in the desire of thy heart, conclude 
there is either some inordinateness in thy desire, or 
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some unfitness or unseasonableness in the thing de- 
sired — something or other not right on thy part ; but 
be sure not to impute it to any defect of love in Him, 

And as thou art steadfastly to believe His good- 
ness and love, in ordering all things in such sort as 
He doth for the present, so ought thou with like 
steadfastness to rest upon His truth and faithfulness 
for the making good of all those gracious promises 
that He hath made in His Word concerning thy 
temporal provision and preservation for conditions 
and limitations, and in that sense wherein he in- 
tended them when He made them, and then never 
doubt the performance ; for, say, in good sooth, art 
thou able to charge Him with any breach of faith 
hitherto P Hast thou ever found that He hath dealt 
unfaithfully with thee? Or, didst thou ever hear 
that He hath dealt unfaithfully with any other? 
There is no want of power in Him, that He should 
not be as big as His word ; there is no want of love 
in Him, that He should not be as good as His word. 
' He is not as man, that He should repent ; or, as the 
Son of Man,' that He should call back His word. 
There is no lightness or inconstancy in Him, that 
there should be ' yea and nay ' in His promises ; but 
they are all ' yea and amen.' 

A help unto contentation is to set a just valuation 
upon the things we have. We commonly have our 
eye upon those things that we desire, and set so 
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great a price upon them, that the overvaluing of 
what we have in chase and expectation maketh us 
much undervalue what we have in present possession 
— ^an infirmity to which the best of the faithful (the 
* fatiier of the faithful ' not excepted) are subject. 

Another help for the same purpose, is to compare 
ourselves and our estates rather with those that are 
below us, than with those that are above us. We 
love comparisons but too well unless we could make 
better use of them. We run over all our neighbours 
in our thoughts, and when we have so done we make 
our comparisons so imtowardly that there is no 
neighbour we have but (as we handle the matter) we 
are the worse for him ; we find in him something 
or other that serveth as fuel, either to our pride, or 
uncharitableness, or other corrupt lusts. When 
thou findest thyself apt to grudge at the prosperity 
of others, and to murmur at the scantiness of thine 
own portion, then look downwards, and thou shalt 
see, perhaps, thousands below thee that want some- 
thing that thou hast. It may be, the comparing 
thyself with them may help to silence all those 
repining thoughts and obmurmurations against the 
wise dispensations of Almightly God ; for, tell me, 
why should one or two richer neighbours be such a 
grievous eyesore to thee, to provoke this discontent, 
rather than ten or twenty poorer ones a spur to 
quicken to thankfulness? 
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For the getting of contentment, it would not a 
little avail us to consider the insufficiency of those 
things, the want whereof now discontenteth us, to 
give us content if we should obtain them ; not only 
for that reason, that as the things increase our de- 
sires also increase with them (which yet is most true, 
and of very important consideration, too ; as Solomon 
saith, *He that loveth silver shall not be satisfied 
with silver ') : but for a farther reason also, because, 
with the best conveniences of this life, there are 
interwoven simdry inconveniences withal, which, for 
the most part, the eagerness of our desires will not 
suffer us to foresee whilst we have them in chase, 
but we shall be sure to find them at length in the 
possession and use. 

A notable help to contentment is sobriety, under 
which name I comprehend both frugaKty and tem- 
perance. Frugality is of very serviceable use, partly 
to the acquiring, partly to the exercising of every 
man's graces and virtues, as magnificence, justice, 
liberality, thankfulness, &c., and this contentation 
among the rest. Hardly can that man be either 
truly thankful unto God, or much helpful to his 
friends, or do any great matters in the way of 
charity and to pious uses, or keep touch in his 
promises, and pay every man his own (as every honest 
man should do), nor live a contented life, that is not 
frugaL We all cry out against covetousness — and 
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that justly — ^as a base sin, the cause of many evils 
and mischiefs, and a main opposite to contentment ; 
but truly, if things be rightly considered, we shall 
find prodigality to match it, as in sundry other 
respects, so particularly for the opposition it hath 
to contentedness. For contentedness consisteth in 
the mutual and relative sufficiency of the things; 
where covetousness reigneth in the heart the mind 
is too narrow for the things, and where the estate is 
profusely wasted the things must needs be too scant 
for the mind : so that the disproportion is still the 
same, though it arise not from the same principle. 
As in many other things, we may observe an imhappy 
coincidence of extremes, contrary causes, for different 
reasons, producing one and the same evil effect. 
Extreme cold parcheth the grass, as well as extreme 
heat ; and lines drawn from the opposite parts of 
the circimiference meet in the centre. 

Although the prodigal man, therefore, utterly 
disclaim covetousness, and profess to hate it, yet doth 
he indeed by his wastefulness pull upon himself a 
necessity of being covetous, and transgresseth the 
commandment which saith, ' Thou shalt not covet,' 
as much as the most covetous wretch in the whole 
world doth. The difference is but this, — the one 
coveteth that he may have it, the other coveteth that 
he may spend it; as St. James saith, he coveteth 
' that he may consume it upon his lusts.' He that 
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will fare dellciously every day, or carry a great part 
in the world, and maintain a numerous family of idle 
and unnecessary dependents, or bring up liis children 
too highly, or any other way stretch himself in his 
expenses beyond the proportion of his revenues, it is 
impossible but he should desire means wherewithal 
to maintain the charges he must be at for the afore- 
said ends, which, siace his proper revenues (according 
to our supposition) will not reach to do, his wits are 
set in work how to compass supplies, and to make it 
out of other men's estates. And when these also 
fail (as hold they cannot long), there is then no 
remedy but he must live the remainder of his days 
upon borrowing and shifting, whereby he casteth 
himself iato debts and dangers, loseth his credit or 
liberty, or both, and createth to him a world of 
discontents. 

He that would live a contented life, and bear a 
contented mind, it standeth upon him to be frugal. 
Temperance, also, is of right good use to the same 
end; that is to say, a moderate use at all times, 
and now and then a voluntary forbearance of, and 
abstinence from, the creatures, when we might law- 
fully use them. If we would sometimes deny our 
appetites in the use of meats and drinks, and sleep, 
and sports, and other comforts and refreshments 
of this life, and exercise ourselves to fastings and 
wantings, and other hardnesses and austerities, we 
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should be the better able to undergo them stoutly, 
and grudge and shrink less under them, if at any 
time hereafter, by any accident or affliction, we should 
be hard put to it. We should, in all likelihood, be 
the better content to want many things when we 
cannot have them, if we would now and then inure 
ourselves to be as if we wanted them whilst we have 
them. 

Lastly (for I may not enlarge), that meditation, 
which was so frequent with the godly fathers under 
both Testaments (and whereof the more sober sort 
among the heathens had some glimmering light), 
that * we have here no abiding city, but seek one to 
come ; ' that we are here but as strangers and pilgrims 
in a foreign land, heaven being our home ; and that 
our continuance in this world is but as the lodging 
of a traveller in an inn for a night ; this meditation, 
I say, if followed home, would much further us in 
the present learning. 

The Apostle seemeth to make use of it for this 
very purpose: * We brought nothing into this world, 
and it is certain we can carry nothing out;' and 
thence inf erreth in the very next words, ' Having 
food and raiment, let us be therewith content.' We 
forget ourselves very much when we fancy to our- 
selves a kind of perpetuity here, as if our * houses 
should continue for ever, and our dwelling-places 
should remain from one generation to another.' We 
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think it good being here ; here we would build us 
tabernacles, set up our rest here, and that is it that 
maketh us so greedy after the things that belong 
hither, and so sullen and discomposed when our 
endeavours in the pursuit of them prove successless ; 
whereas, if we would rightly inform ourselves, and 
seriously think of it, what the world is, and what 
ourselves are, — the world but an inn, and ourselves 
but passengers— it would fashion us to more moderate 
desires, and better composed affections. In our inns 
we would be glad to have wholesome diet, clean 
lodgings, diligent attendance, and all other things 
with convenience to our liking ; but yet we will be 
wary what we call for, that we exceed not too much, 
lest the reckoning prove too sharp afterwards ; and 
if such things as we are to make use of there, we find 
not altogether as we wish, we do not much trouble 
ourselves at it, but pass it over, cheering ourselves 
with these thoughts — that our stay is but for a night; 
we shall be able to make shift with mean acconmioda^ 
tions for one night ; we shall be at home ere it be 
long, where we can mend ourselves, and have things 
more to our heart's content. The plenteousness of 
that house, when we shall arrive at our own home, 
will fully satiate our largest desires. In the mean- 
time, let the expectation of that fulness, and the 
approach of our departure out of this sorry inn, 
sustain our souls with comfort against all the empti- 
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ness of this world, and whatsoever we meet with in 
our passage through it that is any way apt to breed 
us vexation or discontent ; that we may learn with 
St. Paul, ' in whatsoever estate we are, to be there- 
with content.' God vouchsafe this to us all for His 
dear Son's sake, Jesus Christ. 

Bishop Sanderson^ 1587. 

T^HE good that one man flings aside. 

That in his discontent and pride 
He treads on, and rejects no less 
Out of his coimt of happiness. 
Another wiser, even from this. 
Would build an edifice of bliss, 
For whose fair shelter he would pay 
Glad offerings of praise alway. 

Archbishop Trench, 

'WT'HEN thou hast thanked thy God for every bless- 
ing sent, 

What time will there remain for murmurs or lament? 

Their windows and their doors some close, and mur- 
muring say — 

* The light of heaven ne'er sought into my house a 
way.' 

God often would enrich, but finds not where to place 
HiR treasure, nor in hand, nor heart, a vacant space. 

Idem, 
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« MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS.' 

lU" Y mind to me a kingdom is, 

Such present joys therein I find, 
That it excels all other bliss 

That earth affords or grows by kind : 
Though much I want which most would have, 
Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

No princely pomp, no wealthy store, 

No force to win the victory. 
No wily wit to salve a sore. 

No shape to feed a loving eye : 
To none of these I yield as thrall — 
For why ? My mind doth serve for all. 

I see how plenty suffers oft. 

And hasty climbers soon do fall ; 

I see that those which are aloft 
Mishap doth threaten most of all : 

They get with toil, they keep with fear : 

Such cares my mind could never bear. 

Content I live, this is my stay ; 

I seek no more than may suj£ce ; 
I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies. 
Lo, thus I triumph like a king. 
Content with that my mind doth bring. 
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Some have too mucli, yet still do crave ; 

I little have, and seek no more. 
They are but poor, though much they have, 

And I am rich with Kttle store : 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lack, I leave ; they pine, I liva 

I laugh not at another's loss ; 

I grudge not at another's pain ; 
No worldly waves my mind can toss, 

My state at one doth still remain : 
I fear no foe, I fawn no friend ; 
I loathe not life, nor dread my end. 

Some weigh their pleasure by their lust, 
Their wisdom by their rage of will ; 

Their treasure is their only trust, 
A cloaked craft their store of skill : 

But all the pleasure that I find 

Is to maintain a quiet mind. 

Edward Dyer^ 1540. 

THE CEOWN. 

llf Y crown is in my heart, not on my head ; 

Not decked with diamonds and Indian stores; 
Not to be seen — ^my crown is called content^ 
A crown it is that seldom kings enjoy. 

Shakespeare^ 
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THE WISDOM OF SOLOMON. 

rPHE ear of jealousy heareth all tlungs, and the 
noifie of munnuriiigs is not Ud. Therefore be- 
ware of munniirings, which is unprofitable. 



* 



QOME murmur when their sky is clear^ 

And whoUy bright to view. 
If one small speck of dark appear 

In their great heaven of blue ; 
And some with thankful love are filled 

If but one streak of light, 
One ray of God's good mercy, gild 

The darkness of their night. 

In palaces are hearts that ask. 

In discontent and pride. 
Why life is such a dreary task, 

And all good things denied P 
And hearts in poorest huts admire 

How love has, in their aid — 
Love that not ever seems to tire — 

Such rich provision made. 

Archbishop Trench, 



* 
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TO mS DEAB GOD. 

T'LL hope no more 

For things that will not come ; 
And, if they do, they prove but cumbersome. 

Wealth brings much woe, 

And, since it fortunes so, 
^Tis better to be poor 

Than so t'aboimd 

As to be drowned. 
Or overwhelmed with store. 

Pale care, avant ! 
I'll learn to be content 

With that small stock Thy bounty gave or lent. 
What may conduce 
To my most healthful use. 

Almighty God, me grant ! 
But that or this 
That hurtful is 

Deny Thy suppKant. 

Robert fferrick, 1591. 

TI7H0EVER would have this jewel of contentment 

(which turns all into gold, — yea, want into 

wealth) must come divested of all ambitious and 

covetous thoughts, else are they never likely to 

°^*^ ^*- Fuller. 
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Chaucer is one of the earliest of the Anglican bards who 
have sung to us in intelligible English. Of him the 
courtly Sidney said, *He marvelled that he should 
have seen so distinctly in that grey and misty morning 
of literature.' Chaucer inclined to Protestantism, and 
to Wickliffe's Bible, which is much in his favour in 
those days of persecution. The following stanzas are 
believed to have been written on his death-bed. 

TpLY from the crowd, and be to virtue true. 

Content with what thou hast, though it be smaU; 
To hoard brings hate ; nor lofty thoughts pursue. 
He who climbs high endangers many a faU. 

Be thou serene, nor at thy lot repine ; 
He 'scapes all ill whose bosom is resigned ; 
Nor way, nor weather, will be always fine ; 

Besides, thy home's not here — ^a journey this ; 
A pilgrim thou, then hie thee on thy way ; 

Look up to God, intent on heavenly bliss, 
Take what the road affords, and praises pay, 

Shun brutal lusts, and seek thy soul's high sphere. 

So truth shall shield thee, or from hurt or fear. 

Chaucer, 1328. 



* 
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Comfort 

•WEEP NOT.' 
*7, even 7, am He that comforteth you,' 

CiH. ! sweetest words that Jesus could have sought, 
To soothe the mourning widow's heart, — * Weep 
not!' 
They f aU with comfort on my ear. 
When life is dark and trouble near. 

Words that were spoken amid sorrow's strife, 
And in the very midst of death and life ; 
They shall refresh my soul at last. 
And strengthen me till life is past. 

Oh ! sweetest words that Jesus could have sought, 
To cheer His weary, troubled ones, — * Weep not ! 
Thrice-blessed words ! I, listening, stay, 
Till grief and sorrow flee away ! 

Johann ffofel, — ffymnsfrom the Land of Luther. 



* 
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* We shall he like Him, for we shall see Him as He is,* 

"JJO golden dreams of heavenly plains, 

Enclosed in jasper walls, 
Of palm-^ees waving greenest shade. 
Or melodies by breezes played 
Across the water falls ; 

Nor yet the rarest promises 

Of peace no heart hath known, 
The weary soul's seraphic rest, 
The great commimion with the blest 
Who stand aroimd the throne ; 

Have power to fill my inmost soul 

With such a perfect bliss, 
As this assurance full and free — 
We shall be made like Him, for we 

Shall see Him as He is. 

Oh, never yet hath heart conceived 

This ecstasy divine ! 
To look upon His matchless grace. 
Behold the glory of His face, 

And in His likeness shine. 

Dear Lord ! let me but keep the hope 

Still steadfast in my mind, 
TiU this short pilgrimage be past. 
And, in Thy presence, I at last 

Its full fruition find ! 
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THREE WOKDS OF STRENGTH. 

riTHERE are three lessons I would write, 

Three words, as with a burning pen. 
In tracings of eternal light, 
Ul)on the hearts of men. 

Have Hope I Though clouds environ round. 
And Gladness hides her face in scorn. 

Put thou the shadow from thy brow. 
No night but hath its mom. 

Have Faith ! Where'er thy bark is driven,- 
The calm's disport, the tempest's mirth, — 

Know this : God rules the hosts of heaven, 
Th'inhabitants of earth. 

Have Love ! Not love alone for one. 
But man, as man, thy brother call ; 

And scatter, like the circling sun, 
Thy charities on all. 

Thus 'grave these lessons on thy soul, 
HopCy faithy and love ; and thou shalt find 

Strength, when life's surges rudest roll, — 
Light, when thou else wert blind. 

From Schiller^ 1759. 



* 
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LOOK FOR THE SUNLIGHT. 

VOIT will excuse me, if I ask you to look out for 
the sunlight the Lord sends into your days/ 
said a deep thinker ; and very needful is the precept. 
We are so apt to note the dark days, rather than 
those more common days of sunshine. And it is one 
of the distinguishing characteristics of a Christian 
that he abounds in thanksgivings. 



* 
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pEACE is a calm of mind, where the senses take 
pleasure in the rest of the spirit. It is Nature's 
holiday afterthe Reason's labour, and Wisdom's music 
in the concords of the mind. It is a blessing of 
Grace, a bounty of Mercy j'a' proof of Love, and a pre- 
server of Life. It holds no arguments, knows no 
quarrels, is an enemy to sedition, and a continuer of 
amity. It is the root of plenty, the tree of pleasure, 
the fruit of love, and the sweetness of life. It is 
like the stUl night, where all things are at rest ; and 
the quiet sleep, where dreams are not troublesome ; 
or the resolved point, in the perfection of knowledge, 
where no cares nor doubts make controversies in 
opinion. It needs no watch, where is no fear of 
enemy; nor solicitor of causes, where agreements 
are concluded. It is the intent of law, and the fruit 
of justice; the end of war, and the beginning of 
wealth. It is a grace in court, and a glory in a 
kingdom ; a blessing in a family, and a happiness in 
a conunonwealth. It fills the rich man's coffers, and 
feeds the poor man's labour. It is the wise man's 
study, and the good man's joy. Who love it, are 
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gracious ; who make it, are blessed ; who keep it, are 
happy; and who break it, miserable. It hath no 
dwelling with idolatry, nor friendship with false- 
hood ; for her life is in the truth, and in her all is 
Amen. 

But lest, in the justice of Peace, I may rather be 
reproved for my ignorance of her work, than thought 
worthy to speak in her praise, with this only con- 
clusion I will draw to an end, and hold my peace. 
It was a message of joy at the birth of Christ ; a 
song of joy at the embracement of Christ ; an assur- 
ance of joy at the death of Christ ; and shall be the 
fulness of joy at the coming of Christ. 

Nicholas Breton, 1550. 

rTHERE is a calm the poor in spirit know, 

That softens sorrow, and that sweetens woe ; 
There is a peace that dwells within the breast 
When all without is stormy and distrest ; 
There is a light that gilds the darkest hour, 
When dangers thicken, and when tempests lower, 
That calm to faith, and hope, and love is given. 
That light shines down to man direct from heaven. 

Giles Fletcher, 1588. 
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* Peace I leave with you ; My peace I give unto you : not as 
the world giveth, give I unto you,* 

M^HAT peace — ^but who may claim it ? The guileless 

in their way, 
Who keep the ranks of battle, who mean the thing 

they say — 
The peace that is for heaven, and shall be for the 

earth; 
The pala<5e that re-echoes with festal song and mirth; 
The garden, breathing spices — the paradise on high, 
Grace beautified to glory, unceasing minstrelsy. 
There nothing can be feeble, there none can ever 

mourn. 
There nothing is divided, there nothing can be torn ; 
*Tis fury, ill, and scandal ; 'tis peaceless peace below; 
Peace endless, strifeless, ageless, the halls of Sion know ! 

Strive, man, to win that glory; toil, man, to gain 

that light; 
Send hope before to grasp it, till hope be lost in sight ! 

Brief life is here our portion, brief sorrow short-lived 

care; 
The life that knows no ending, the tearless life is there ! 

Thou hast no shore, fair ocean ! Thou hast no time, 

bright day ! 
Dear fountain of refreshment to pilgrims far away ! 
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Upon the Rock of Ages they raise thy holy tower ; 
Thine is the victor's laurel, and thine the golden 

dower. 
Jerusalem the Golden, with mUk and honey blest. 
Beneath thy contemplation sink heart and voice 

oppressed ! 
I know not ; oh, I know not, what social joys are 

there ! 
What radiancy of glory, what light beyond compare. 

They stand, those halls of Sion, conjubilant with song. 
And bright with many an angel, and all the martyr 
throng. 

There is the throne of David, and there, from care 

released. 
The song of them that triimiph, the shout of them 

that feast ; 
And they who, with their Leader, have conquered in 

the fight. 
For ever and for ever are clad in robes of white ! 

iSt Bernard, 1091. — Trandattd hy J, M, Neale. 
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* 2'he mind of the flesh is death; hvt the mind of the spirit 

is life and peace! 

"M" Y soul, there is a country, 

Afar beyond the stars, 
Where stands a winged sentry. 
All skilful in the wars. 

There, above noise and danger. 

Sweet Peace sits, crowned with smiles. 

And One, bom in a manger. 
Commands the beauteous files. 

He is thy gracious Friend, 

And (0, my soul, awake !) 
Did in pure love descend, 

To die here for thy sake. 

If thou canst get but thither. 
There grows the flower of peace. 

The rose that cannot wither. 
Thy fortress, and thy ease. 

Leave, then, thy foolish ranges ; 

For none can thee secure. 
But One, Who never changes — 

Thy God, thy Life, thy Cure. 

Hy. Yarighan, 1646. 

M 
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If thou desire to live in quiet rest, 
Give ear and see, but say the best, 

TF thou deliglit in quietness of life, 

Desire to shim from broils, debate, and strife, 
To live in love with God, with friend and foe, 
In rest shall sleep when others cannot so. 

Give ear to all, yet do not all believe. 
And see the end, and then do sentence give ; 
But say, for truth, of happy lives assigned, 
The best hath he that quiet is in mind. 

William Hunnis, 1570. 

"PIERCE was the wild billow, dark was the night. 
Oars laboured heavily, foam glimmered white ; 
Mariners trembled, peril was nigh ; 
Then said the Christ of God, * Peace, it is I ! * 

Jesu, Deliverer ! come Thou to me ; 
Soothe Thou my voyaging over life's sea ; 
Thou, when the storm of death roars sweeping by. 
Whisper, Truth of God, ' Peace, it is I ! ' 

St, Anatolius, of Congtantinople, 5th Century, 

Translated by J, M. Neale, 
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gWEET Peace, where dost thou dwell? I 
Let me once know. [humbly crave 

I sought thee in a secret cave, 

And asked if Peace were there ; 
A hollow wind did seem to answer, * ISo ! 

Go seek elsewhere/ 

I did ; and, going, did a rainbow note : 

Surely, thought I, 
This is the lace of Peace's coat : 

I will search out the matter. 
But while I looked, the clouds immediately 

Did break and scatter. 

Then went I to a garden, and did spy 

A gallant flower, 
The crown imperial. ' Sure,' said I, 

* Peace at the root must dwelL' 

But when I digged, I saw a worm devour 
What showed so welL 

At length I met a reverent good old man, 

Whom when for peace 
I did demand, he thus began : 

* There was a prince of old 

At Salem dwelt, who lived with good increase 

Of flock and fold.' 

G. Herbert, 1593. 



164 ^eaee^ 



The following lines were written in 1603 by Sir Walter 
Raleigh, just after his condemnation : — 

rHVE me my scallop-sliell of quiet, 
My staflEe of faith to walk upon, 
My scrip of joye (immortal diet I), 

My bottle of salvation, 
My gown of glory, hope's true gage ; 
And thus I take my pilgrimage. 



* 



PRATER FOR PEACE. 

Q GOD, from Whom all holy desires, all good 
counsels, and all just works do proceed : Give 
unto Thy servants that peace which the world cannot 
give ; that both our hearts may be set to obey Thy 
commandments, and also that by Thee we being 
defended from the fear of our enemies, may pass our 
time in rest and quietness ; through the merits of 
Jesus Christ our Saviour. Amen. 



Common Prayer. 



* 
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TRUE FREEDOM. 

* If the Son therefore shall make you free^ ye shall he free 

indeed,* 

* He is the freeman whom the truth makes free, 

And all are slaves besides.' 

Coioper. 

^rO work for God and no longer against Him is niore 
than a rule of li/e, — it is an emancipation. Any 
life — the humblest — is dignified by it and stamped 
with something divine. That I have power left me 
to act — that I know I am acting on the side of good 
— ^these are thoughts to dry up selfish tears and drive 
away sentimental sorrow. They give strength to 
bear the real, as distinct from the ideal sorrows of 
life. The sighing and mourning over the hardness 
of our fate belong mainly to literature, and certain 
phases of life, where there are many vague longings, 
and the path of duty has not been found, but you 
cannot act and weep at the same time. Love God, and 
Kve upon His lawa That activity which we are in 
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searcli of — ^an activity according to the divine pur- 
pose gives a man back to himself and makes him 
free. * Liberty is a kind of divine sovereignty which 
God has given us over ourselves to govern ourselves 
according to His orders ' (as Cousin has well said). 
This search after God is order, peace, and love ; in 
that region the soul knows that it is free. It sees 
the good and chooses it, and is enabled to follow it 
and to love it. All thfese are acts of a wHL We 
know the truth and it makes us free. 



* 



The bond-servant of Love alone is free ; 
All other freedom is but slavery. 

Archbishop Trench. 

QTONE walls do not a prison make, 

Nor iron bars a cage ; 
Minds innocent and quiet take 

That for an hermitage. 
If I have freedom in my love. 

And in my soul am free, 
Angels alone that soar above 
Enjoy such liberty. 

Richard Lovdace, 1618. 
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THE CHABACTER OF A HAPPY LIFE. 

TIO W happy is lie bom and taught, 

That serveth not another's will ! 

Whose armour is his honest thought, 

And simple truth his utmost skill ! 

Whose passions not his masters are, 
Whose soul is still prepared for death. 

Untied imto the world by care 
Of public fame, or private breath. 

Who envies none that chance doth raise. 

Nor who hath ever imderstood. 
How deepest woimds are given by praise, 

Nor rules of state, but rules of good. 

Who hath his life from rumours freed, . 

Whose conscience is his strong retreat ; 
Whose state can neither flatterers feed. 

Nor ruin make oppressors great. 

Who God doth late and early pray. 
More of His grace than gifts to lend ; 

And entertains the harmless day 
With a religious book or friend. 

This man is freed from servHe bands 

Of hope to rise, or fear to fall ; 
Lord of himself, though not of lands, 

And having nothing, yet hath all. 

Sir Henry Wattan, 1668. 
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T AM a prince, with princely spirit, 
A ruler if I rule my heart ; 
A titled heir, if I inherit 

Of virtue, wisdom, truth a part. 

Fr(mi the Russian^ hy Bovrring, 



* 



"ITIJITH God there is no man free but His servant, 

though in the galleys ; no slave but the sinner, 

though in a palace ; none noble but the virtuous ; 

none rich but he that possesseth God, though in rags. 

Let me be free, noble, rich, to God ; I pass not what 

I am to the world. 

Bishop HaXL 
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•GOD IS LOVE.' 

SiEEMETH not Love at times so occupied 

For thee, as though it cared for none beside ? 

To great and small things Love alike can reach, 
And cares for each as all, and all as each. 

Love found me in the wilderness at cost 
Of painful quests, when I myself had lost. 

Love on its shoulders joyfully did lay 
Me, weary with the greatness of my way. 

Love lit the lamp, and swept the house all roimd. 
Till the lost money in the end was found. 

Love the King's image there would stamp again, 
Effaced in part, and soiled with rust and stain, 

'Twas Love, whose quick and ever-watchful eye 
The wanderer's first step homeward did espy. 

From its own wardrobe Love gave word to bring 
What things I needed — shoes, and robe, and ring. 

Archbishop Trench, 
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THE STRANGEB AND HIS FRIEND. 

A POOR wayfaring man of grief 

Hatli often crossed me on my way, 
Who sued so humbly for relief, 

That I could never answer, ' If ay.' 
I had not power to ask his name, 
Whither he went, or whence he came ; 
Yet was there something in his eye 
That won my love — I knew not why. 

Once when my scanty meal was spread, 
He entered — ^not a word he spake, — 

Just perishing for want of bread ; 
I gave him all — ^he bless'd it, brake, 

And ate, but gave me part again. 

Mine was an angel's portion then. 

For while I fed with eager haste. 

That crust was manna to my taste. 

I spied him where a f oimtain burst 

Clear from the rock ; his strength was gone ; 

The heedless water mocked his thirst, 
He heard it, saw it hurrying on : 

I ran to raise the sufEerer up. 

Thrice from the stream he drained the cup, 

Dipt, and returned it running o'er ; 

I drank, and never thirsted more. 
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'Twas night, the floods were out, it blew 

A winter hurricane aloof ; 
I heard his voice abroad, and flew 

To bid him welcome to my roof ; 
I warm'd, I clothed, I cheer'd my guest. 
Laid him on my own couch to rest ; 
Then made the earth my bed, and seem'd 
In Eden's garden while I dream'd. 

Stript, wounded, beaten nigh to death, 

I found him by the highway side ; 
I rous'd his pulse, brought back his breath, 

Revived his spirit, and supplied 
Wine, oil, refreshment : he was heal'd. 
I had myself a wound conceal'd. 
But from that hour forgot the smart. 
And peace boimd up my broken heart. 

In prison I saw him next ; condemn'd 
To meet a traitor's doom at mom ; 

The tide of lying tongues I stemm'd. 

And honoured him 'midst shame and scorn. 

My friendship's utmost zeal to try. 

He asked if I for him would die ; 

The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill, 

But the free spirit cried, * I will !' 

Then in a moment to my view 

The Stranger darted from disguise ; 
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The tokens in His hands I knew, 

My Saviour stood before mine eyes : 
He spake, and my poor name He named : 
' Of Me thou hast not been ashamed ; 
These deeds shall thy memorial be, 
Fear not, thou didst them imto Me/ 

J. Mcfsdgom/ery, 

T OVE helieveth all things.' When it can no longer 
believe, * Love hopeth all things/ When it can 
no longer hope, ' Love endureth all things/ 

LovB is the law of Christ's kingdom, the lesson of 
His school, and the Uvery of His household. 

FnUer, 1608. 

The love of God, God only knows. 

QH, Lord, my Gk)d, grant to my heart that it may 
desire Thee ; in desiring seek, in seeking find, in 
finding love Thee ; in loving find redemption from 
all my ills and confirm me in all good, filling me 
with joy unspeakable and full of glory. 

St Augustine, 
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OF THE WORK OF THE LOVER OF GOD. 

TTE in whom dwells the love of God ever meditates 
on the time when he shall come to God, when 
he shall leave the world, when he shall escape the 
corruption of the flesh that he may find true peace ; 
the desires of his heart are set on things above. 
When he sits, when he walks, when he rests, what- 
ever he does, his heart retires not from God. He 
exhorts all to the love of God ; he commends to all 
the love of God ; and shows to all, by thought, word, 
and deed, how sweet is the love of God, and how far 
it transcends the love of the world. 

He laughs at the glory of this world; he convicts 
it of anxiety, and shows how foolish it is to place 
trust on things which are passing away. He wonders 
at the blindness of men who love these things ; he 
wonders how it is that all do not forsake things fleeting 
and fading ; he thinks that what is sweet to his taste 
must be sweet to all; that what he loves must be 
lovely to all ; that what he knows is evident to all. 
Often does he think of God, and is refreshed, for the 
oftener he meditates the sweeter is the fruit. For it 
is a pleasant thing to consider that which it is ever 

pleasant to love and praise. 

St. Augustiney 395. 
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Tj^OB tihe man whose heart and eye 
^ Are made wise by charity, 
Something will appear always 
That may have his honest praise ; 
There will glimmer points of light 
In the darkest, saddest night. 

Archbishop Trench. 

T IFE, I repeat, is energy of love, 

Divine or human ; exercised in pain, 
In strife, and tribulation, and ordained, 
If so approved and sanctified, to pass 
Through shades and silent rest to endless joy/ 

Wordsworth, 

*Tfa man he overtaken in a fatdt, ye which are spiritucd 
restore such an one in the spirit of meekness^ considering 
thyself, lest thou be tempted.* 

rjl VE words, kind words, to those who err ; 

Bemorse much needs a comforter. 
Though in temptations wiles they fall. 
Condemn not, we are sinners all. 
With the sweet charity of speech, 
Give words that heal, and words that teach. 
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TTEOU hidden love of God, whose height, 

Whose depth iinf athomed, no man knows ; 
I see afar thy beauteous light. 
Inly I sigh for thy repose ; 
My heart is pained, nor can it be 
At rest, till it finds rest in thee. 

Thy secret voice invites me still 

The sweetness of thy yoke to prove ; 

And fain I would ; but though my will 
Seems fixed, yet wide my passions rove ; 

Yet hindrances show all my way, 

I aim at thee, yet from thee stray. 

Wesley. 

HYMN. 

"MY God ! how wonderful Thou art ! 

Thy Majesty, how bright ! 
How beautiful Thy mercy-seat. 
In depths of burning Kght ! 

How dread are Thine eternal years, 

Thou everlasting Lord, 
By prostrate spirits day and night 

Incessantly adored ! 

how I fear Thee, Living God, 

With deepest, tenderest fears. 
And worship Thee with trembling hope, 

And penitential tears. 
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Yet I may love Thee too, Lord ! 

Almighty as Thou art, 
For Thou hast stooped to ask of me 

The love of my poor heart. 

O then this worse than worthless heart, 

In pity deign to take ; 
And make it love Thee for Thyself, 

And for Thy glory's sake. 

No earthly father loves like Thee, 

No mother, half so mild. 
Bears and forbears, as Thou hast done 

With me, Thy sinful child. 

Only to sit and think of God, 

what a joy it is. 
To think the thought, to breathe the Name ! 

Earth has no higher bliss. 

Father of Jesus, — Love's reward. 

What rapture will it be. 
Prostrate before Thy throne to Ke, 

And gaze, and gaze on Thee. 

All glory and all praise to Thee, 

All glory to Thy Son, 
AU glory to the Holy Ghost, 

While endless ages run. Amen. 

Faber, 
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COLLECT. 

TTORD of all power and might, Who art the author 
and giver of all good things ; Graft in our hearts 
the love of Thy Name, increase in us true religion, 
nourish us with all goodness, and of Thy great mercy 
keep us in the same; through Jesus Christ our Lord. 
Amen. Common Prayer. 

ABOU BEN ADHEM. 

A BO TJBen Adhem (may his tribe increase !) 

Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace, 
And saw, within the moonlight in his room. 
Making it rich, and like a lily in bloom, 
An angel writing in a book of gold. 
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold. 
And to the presence in the room he said, 
' What writest thou V The vision raised its head. 
And with a look made of all sweet accord. 
Answered, * The names of those who love the Lord.' 
* And is mine one ?' said Abou. *• Nay, not so,' 
Replied the Angel. Abou spoke more low. 
But cheerily still ; and said, * I pray thee, then, 
Write me as one that loves his feUow-men.' 

The Angel wrote, and vanished. The next night 
It came again with a great wakening light, 
And show'd the names whom love of God had bless'd, 
And lo ! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest. 

Leigh Hunt. 
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The following sweet lines are the closing stanzas of 
Tersteegen's * Pilgrim Song.* He was a mjstie of the 
purest type, and the fragrance of his memoiy is still 
preserved in many pious hearts, though he died a 
century ago : — 

PjOME, gladly let us onward ; hand in hand still go. 
Each helping one another thro' all the way below ; 

One family of Love, 
Oh, let no voice of strife be heard, 
No discord by the angel-guard 

Who watch us from above ! 

Oh, brothers ! soon is ended the journey we've beg-un; 
Endure a little longer, the race will soon be won ! 

And in the land of rest. 
In yonder bright, eternal home. 
Where all the Father's loved ones come, 

We shall be safe and blest ! 
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* Praise the Lord, my soul : while I live will I praise the 

Lord,^ 

TpOR Love iinf athomed, ceaseless, free, 

Unceasing praise I'd offer Thee ; 
For restful nights, and peaceful days. 
Daily would I show forth Thy praise. 
My Joy by day, my Arm by night. 
My Shield, my Guide, my Life, my Light. 
Thou, only Thou, my portion be, 
Now and to all eternity. 
E'en heaven itself no heaven would be. 
And earth a dungeon, without Thee. 

' / wUl praise the Lord at all times J 

T liOVE to sing when I am glad, song is the echo 
of my gladness ; 

I love to sing when I am sad, till song makes sweet 
my very sadness ; 

'Tis pleasant time when voices chime to some sweet 
rhyme in concert only ; 

And song to me is company, good company, when 
I am lonely. 
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Whene'er I greet the morning light my song goes 

forth in thankful numbers ; 
And 'mid the shadows of the night I sing to me my 

welcome slumbers ; 
My heart is stirred by each glad bird whose notes 

are heard in summer bowers ; 
And song gives birth to friendly mirth, around the 

hearth in wintry hours. 

Man first learnt song in Paradise, from the bright 

angels o'er him singing ; 
And in our homes above the skies glad anthems are 

for ever ringing. 
God lends His ear, well pleased to hear the songs 

that cheer His children's sorrow, 
toll day shall break, and we shall wake where love 

will make unfading morrow. 

Then let me sing, while yet I may, like him God 

loved, the sweet-toned Psalmist, 
Who f oimd in harp and holy lay the charm which 

keeps the spirit calmest ; 
For sadly here I need the cheer, while sinful fear 

with promise blendeth ; 
Oh how I long to join the throng who sing the song 

that never endeth ! 

W. Bethune. 
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The following translation of one of Paul Gerhardt's 
beautiful hymns is by Miss Winkworth. 

Gerhardt, bom 1606, twelve years after the terrible 
Thirty Years' War had commenced, was peculiarly 
*a Son of Consolation;' his hymns of charity, hope, 
and faith, were full of thanksgiving and cheer — just 
what all Christian utterances ought to be. Whether 
he sang to the soul's secret needs, or to the loud 
clarion of battle, the same true-hearted faith inspired 
his song. 

Q.0 forth, my heart, and seek delight 
In all the gifts of God's great might, 

These pleasant summer hours ; 
Look, how the plains for thee and me 
Have decked themselves most fair to see. 

All bright and sweet with flowers. 

The lark soars singing into space, 
The dove forsakes her hiding-place. 

And coos the woods among ; 
The richly gifted nightingale 
Pours forth her voice o'er hill and dale, 

And floods the fields with song. 

I think, Art Thou so good to us, 
And scatterest joy and beauty thus. 

O'er this poor earth of ours ; 
What nobler glories shall be given 
Hereafter in Thy shining heaven, 

Set round with golden towers ! 
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Wliat thrilling joy, when on our sight 
Christ's garden beams in cloudless light, 

Where all the air is sweet ; 
Still laden with the unwearied hymn, 
From all the thousand seraphim. 

Who God's high praise repeat ! 
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MY God, I thank Thee, Who hast made the earth 

so bright ; 
So full of splendour and of joy, beauty and light 
So many glorious things are here, noble and right ; 
I thank Thee, too, that Thou hast made joy to 

abound; 
So many gentle thoughts and deeds circling us round ; 
That in the darkest spot of earth some love is found. 
I thank Thee more that all our joy is touched with 

pain ; 
That shadows fall on brightest hours; that thorns 

remain; 
So that earth's bliss may be our guide and not our 

chain. 

« 

For Thou, Who knowest, Lord, how soon our weak 

heart clings, 
Has given us joys, tender and true, yet all with 

wings; 
So that we see, gleaming on high, diviner things. 

Adelaide A. Procter. 
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The following is a fine paraphrase of Groethe's magnificent 
*Hymn to the Universe,' which forms the prelude 
to his 'Faust' 

T? OLL on, thou sun ! for ever roll, 

Thou giant, rushing througli the heaven ! 
Creation's wonder, nature's soul ! 

Thy golden wheels, by angels driven ; 
The planets die without thy blaze. 

And cherubim, with star-dropt wing. 
Float in thy diamond-sparkling rays, 

Thou brightest emblem of their King ! 

Roll, lovely earth ! and still roll on, 

"With ocean's azure beauty bound ; 
While one sweet star, the pearly moon. 

Pursues thee through the blue profound ; 
And angels, with delighted eyes, 

Behold thy tints of mount and stream, 
From the high walls of Paradise, 

Swift- wheeling like a glorious dream. 

Boll, planets ! on your dazzUng road, 

For ever sweeping round the sim ; 
What eye beheld when first ye glowed P 

What eye shall see your courses done P 
Boll in your solemn majesty, 

Ye deathless splendours of the skies ! 
High altars, from which angels see 

The incense of creation rise. 
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Roll, comets ! and ye million stars ! 

Ye, that through boundless nature roam ! 
Ye monarchs on your flame-wing cars, 

Tell us in what more glorious dome. 
What orb to which your pomps are dim, 

What kingdom but by angels trod,— 
Tell us, where swells eternal hynm, 

Aroimd His throne, where dwells our God P 



^ 
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Q TIME ! than gold more sacred, more a load 
Than lead to fools, and fools reputed wise ; 
What moment granted man without account, 
What years are squandered, wisdom's debt unpaid. 
Our wealth in days, all due to that discharge P 

Young, 

* JVW are we children of God, and never yet toas manifested 

what we shall be.* 

WHI8 now, which seems like a spot of light hemmed 
in by darkness, how ought we to value it, how to 
show ourselves anxious and earnest that no portion 
of it be lost for the purpose for which it was given. 
And what is that purpose ? The very form of the 
words show this. It is given us to lead to an un- 
known future. We stand as it were on a promontory, 
and before and around us are the infinite waters. By 
our life here, by our gathering strength, and our 
forming ourselves here, will the character of that 
vast unknown voyage be determined. These are 
very common thoughts; there is nothing new in 
them, but whenever and by whomsoever uttered. 
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they are truly very solemn thoughts. As it is by 
very commoii acts, and daily recurring duties, that 
the main work of life must be done, so it is by these 
common thoughts made solemn that the soul's great 
work must be carried on. What am I ? What am 
I made for ? Where am I going ? These are the 
questions which, after having been asked by various 
voices in vain, perhaps for years, at last, one day, 
ring through the chamber of the soul, so that she 
puts on her armour, and goes forth in her might, to 
do that for which her God had made her. Ponder 
this little word ' now/ — so full of mystery when we try 
to understand it at all, so full of deep meaning, so 
fuU of workings for a f ar-ofE future, — this seed-plot of 
imknown harvests, this treasure-house of jewels for 
a future glorious bridal ; meditate on its importance 
as beyond all value, regard this bright present as a 
great ordinance of God respecting you. These 
golden moments are passing by us quicker than we 
can watch them. Have we grasped them, or have 
we lost them ? There is no spectacle on earth sadder 
than that of a life wasted; a creature made for 
eternity sitting still and letting time, which is 
eternity's training-hour, slip by imheeded. And yet 
this sad spectacle, how often do we see it, how often 
do we find ourselves on the verge of furnishing it 
in our own persons ! What a grand saying is that 
Divine command, ' Whatsoever thy hand findeth to 
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do, do it with thy might ! * How full of wisdom, how 
full of loving, hearty counsel for us all ! ' Yes,' says 
some one, * but my hand does not find anything to do. 
When it does, I may try to comply with the injunc- 
tion.' Oh vain and frivolous answer ! Now dwelling 
in the light of the present, with the great unapparent 
before thee, and find nothing to do ! Alford. 

* 

QN all-important time, through every age. 

Though much and warm the wise have urged; 
the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. 

Y(Aing, 
ON A SUN-DIAL. 

Time to Becord is mine. 
Time to Redeem is thine. 



* 



Q MAN, while in thy early years 

How prodigal of time. 
Misspending all thy precious hours, 
Thy glorious youthful prime ! 

B,, Bums, 
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LOSS m DELAYS. 
* Rememher thy Creator in the days of thy yovihJ 

QKUN delays, they breed remorse ; 

Take thy time while time is lent thee; 
Creeping snails have weakest force, 

Fly their fault lest thou repent thee. 
Good is best when soonest wrought, 
Linger'd labours come to nought. 

Hoist up sail while gale doth last, 

Tide and wind stay no man's pleasure ; 

Seek not time when time is past. 
Sober speed is wisdom's leisure. 

After- wits are dearly bought. 

Let thy fore-wit guide thy thought. 

Time wears all his locks before. 
Take thy hold upon his forehead ; 

When he flies he turns no more, 
And behind his scalp is naked. 

Works adjoum'd have many stays. 

Long demurs breed new delays. 

Seek thy salve when sore is green, 
Fester'd wounds ask deeper lancing ; 

After-cures are seldom seen, 

Often sought, scarce ever chancing. 

Time and place give best advice, 

Out of season, out of price. 
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Crush the serpent in the head, 

Break ill eggs ere they be hatch'd ; 

Kill bad chickens in the tread — 

Fledged, they hardly can be catch'd. 

In the rising stifle ill, 

Lest it grow against thy will. 

Drops do pierce the stubborn flint, 

Not by force but often falling ; 
Custom kills with feeble dint. 

More by use than strength availing. 
Single sands have little weight. 
Many make a drawing freight. 

Tender twigs are bent with ease, 
Aged trees do break with bending ; 

Young desires make little prease. 

Growth doth make them past amending. 

Happy man, that soon doth knock 

Babel's babes against the rock ! 

Robert Sovihwell, IQth Century, 

THE FLIGHT OF TIME. 

QN — onward borne by mighty wings, 

Time speeds his ceaseless way ; 
And sees the frame of human things 

All hastening to decay ; 
And on his rapid pinions bears 
The sorrows of six thousand years. 
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He saw the world's fair garden spoiled, 

'Mid nature's early bloom ; 
And hastened by while woman wept 

O'er the first martyr's tomb ; 
Witnessed the blood of Abel shed, 
And heard the wailing for the dead. 

He saw the mighty storm that came 
From heaven, and rushing o'er 

The rocks and mountains, left the world 
One sea without a shore ; 

He heard the groans, the cries, the strife, 

Of nature's throes with parting life. 

He saw the covenant bow, the pledge 

Of mercy yet to be, 
And as its yellow * lustre smiled ' 

O'er earth and sky and sea, 
He dipt his pinions in the hues 
Of hope, which still their light diffuse. 

He sojourned with the men of old. 
Who breathed the mountain air, 

And made earth's caves and wilderness 
Their daily house of prayer ; 

Then laid the patriarchs 'neath the sod, 

And sent their spirits home to God. 
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He heard the mighty bards <of old, 
Strike their enraptured lyre ; 

And down his own wide stream he sent 
The prophet's voice of fire ; 

To tell the nations yet to be 

Kedeniption's holy mystery. 

Onward he past — and swept his wing 
O'er Bethlehem's starry plains, 

And listened while he caught the sound 
Of more than earthly strains ; 

And almost paused awhile to hear 

That heavenly music, deep and clear. 

He saw the advent of that day, 
Which came the world to bless ; 

While, cradled in a manger, lay 
The Sun of Eighteousness ; 

And knew that ere his course was o'er 

That light should shine on every shore. 

He gazed upon the sacred hill. 
Where hung a God-like form. 

And saw his human nature quail 
Before that awful storm ; 

Yet knew that he once more should se ) 

That bright incarnate Deity. 



192 %imu 

Yes, on tliat mom which rends the sky. 

When the last sun shall rise, 
In splendour on the tombs of earth. 

To call us to the skies ; 

Time's weary wing shall folded be, 

And drop into eternity. 

Anon. 

"WHY sitt'st thou by that ruined hall. 

Thou aged Carle, so stem and gray ? 
Dost thou its former pride recall. 
Or ponder how it pass'd away ?* 

* KnoVst thou not me ! * the deep voice cried ; 

* So long enjoyed, so oft misused — 
Alternate in thy fickle pride. 

Desired, neglected, and accused P 

Before my breath, like blazing flax, 
Man and his marvels pass away ; 

And changing empires wane and wax. 
Are founded, flourish, and decay. 

Kedeem mine hours — the space is brief — 
While in my glass the sand-grains shiver, 

And measureless thy joy or grief, 

When Time and thou shalt part for ever ! * 

Sir W, Scott, 

* So teach us to number our days that we may apply 

our hearts unto wisdom.' 
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WISDOM OF SOLOMON. 

TIONOITRABLE age is not that which standeth in 
length of time, nor that is measured by number 
of years. But wisdom is the grey hair unto men, 
and an unspotted life is old age. 

* 

A SOLEMN murmur in the soul tells of the world 

to be, 
As travellers hear the billows roll before they reach 
the sea. 

HAPPY OLD AGE. 

YOU are old, Father William,' the youngman cried, 

* The few locks that are left you are grey ; 
You are hale. Father William, a hearty old man : 
Now tell me the reason, I pray P' 

' In the days of my youth,' Father William replied, 
' I remember'd that youth would fly fast. 

And abused not my health and my vigour at first. 
That I never might need them at last.' 

o 
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' You are old, Father William/ the young man cried, 
' And pleasures with youth pass away ; 

And yet you lament not the days that are gone : 
Now tell me the reason, I pray ?' 

* In the days of my youth,' Father William replied, 

* I remembered that youth could not last ; 
I thought of the future whatever I did, 
That I might not grieve over the past.' 

* You are old. Father William,' the young man cried, 

' And life must be hastening away ; 
You are cheerful, and love to converse upon death : 
Now tell me the reason, I pray ?' 

* I am cheerful, young man,' Father William repUed, 

' Let the cause thy attention engage : 

In the days of my youth, I remembered my God, 

And He hath remembered my age ! ' 

Southetf. 

^HANK God, for other feet that be by ours in life's 
wayfaring ; 

For blessed Christian charity, believing when she 
cannot see, 

Suffering her friends' infirmity, enduring and for- 
bearing. 
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VET, Time ! attend my prayer, 

Though thy cold hand blight my hair, 
Touch me softly, — spare, oh, spare 

Life's best beauty, love and truth ; 
Let the withering control 
Of thy years, as on they roll, 
Spare the freshness of my soul, — 

Spare the fervour of my youth ! 

REST AWHILE. 

A ND when the closing hour 

Of life's short day 
Shall tell of earthly work 

All passed away, 
Christ will draw near and say 

"With loving smile, 
' Fear not ; but come apart 

And rest awhile ! 
Best, rest with me awhile 

In Paradise, 
Till He who bade thee rest. 

Shall bid thee rise ! 
Then rise with quickened powers 

To spend, for me, 
That blessed leisure-time,— 

Eternity I ' 
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These beautiful lines are supposed to be the last Edmund 

Waller ever penned : — 

^HE seas are quiet when the winds are o'er, 

So calm are we when passions are no more ! 
For then we know how vain, it is to boast 
Of fleeting things, so certain to be lost. 

Clouds of affection, from our younger eyes, 
Conceal that emptiness which age descries : 
The soul's dark cottage, battered and decayed, 
Lets in. new light through chinks that time has made. 

Stronger by weakness, wiser men become, 
As they draw near to their eternal home ; 
Leaving the old, both worlds at once they view. 
That stand upon the threshold of the new. 
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EVENING PRATER FOR AN AGED PILGRIM. 

TTAVING passed through this day, I give my 
thanks to Thee, Lord. 

The evening approacheth, bless that also to me: 
an evening there is of the day, so of our life ; that 
evening is old age, and age hath now surprised me : 
Lord, prosper Thou that likewise unto me. 

Tarry with me, Lord, for the evening grows 
upon me, and my day is much declined. Cast me 
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not off now in mine age ; forsake me not now when 
my strength f aileth me. 

But rather let Thy strength be made more perfect 
in this my weakness. Lord, the day is vanished 
and gone ; so doth this life. 

The night doth now approach; so doth death 
also ; the end both of our day and of our life is near 
at hand. 

The Lord hath showed His mercy in the day ; 

therefore at night I will sing of Him, and pray unto 

the God of my life. 

Bishop AndreweSj 1555. 

THE SHADOW OF THE ROCK. 

THE Shadow of the Rock ! Stay, pilgrim, stay ! 

Night treads upon the heels of day ; 
There is no other resting-place this way. 
The Bock is near. 
The well is clear : 
Rest in the Shadow of the Bock ! 

The Shadow of the Bock ! The desert wide 
Lies round thee like a trackless tide. 
In waves of sand forlornly multiplied. 
The sun is gone. 
Thou art alone : 
Best in the Shadow of the Bock ! 
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The Shadow of the Eock ! All come alone ; 

All, ever since the snn hath shone. 

Who travelled by this road have come alone. 

Be of good cheer, 

A home is here : 

Rest in the Shadow of the Eock ! 

Faber. 

Q LORD JESTJS, Who art gone from us, and hast 

left us without Thy bodily presence on earth: 

Direct our hearts, we beseech Thee, into the love of 

God and the patient waiting for Thee. Remind us 

ever that we are but strangers here, guests of a 

season, who know not the time of their departure ; 

and pflgrims bound for a land far off, bearing on us 

the dust of travel, and the yearning for home. Thus 

may we walk soberly, righteously, and godly in this 

present world, preparing and looking for the day 

when Thou shalt take us to * the city which hath 

foundations, whose Maker and Builder is God.' 

Amen. 

Dean AlfortL 



{ 199 ) 



C{)j0 iiS not our IRest 



JTOW long we are in learning practically the simple 
lesson that here is not our rest ! Year after year 
as we go forward in life, we are constantly making a 
rest for our hopes in some cherished pleasure, some 
happy arrangement, something in which we have 
forgotten to look for the cankered side. And some- 
times after wandering from hope to hope for the 
best, or rather the longest part of life, we are brought 
suddenly to deduce the mournful moral (mournful 
as far as our earthly expectations are concerned) that 
here tmly, not merely as a passage familiar to our 
memories, but in fact and reality y is not our rest. 

A SAGE of the 17th century, Arthur Warwick, 
once said, ^Life is but my walk, and heayen 
my home; so that travelling towards so pleasant a 
destination, the shorter the journey the sooner the 
rest.' Vainly we essay, meanwhile, to peer into the 
unrevealed and unattained. 



200 ^f0 t0 not our Vim. 



"KJOT from tlie flowers of eartli, not from the Btars, 

Not from the voicing sea may we 
The secret wrest which bars our knowledge here 
Of all we hope, and all that we may fear — ^hereafter. 

We watch beside our graves, yet meet no sign 
Of where our dear ones dwell. Ah ! well, 
Even now, your dead and mine may long to speak 
Of raptnres it were wiser we should seek — thereafter. 

O hearts we fondly love ! pallid lips, 
That bore our farewell kiss from this 
To yonder world's eclipse ! Do ye, safe home, 
Smile at your earthly doubts of what would come — 
hereafter ? 

Grand birthright of the soul, nought may despoil ! 

O precious, healing balm, to calm 

Our lives in pain and toil, God's boon, that we 

Or soon or late shall know what is to be — ^hereafter ! 

JJ^EST is not quitting the busy career ; 

Rest is the fitting of self to its sphere. 
'Tis the brook's motion — clear without strife, 
Fleeting to ocean, after its life. 
'Tis loving and serving the highest and best ; 
'Tis onward and upward, and that is true rest. 

Goethe, 
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MORS JANUA YITiE. 
'Our life is hid with Christ in God.' 

T.ET us look to tlie home 

Where in truth we can live, 

And then let us be thinking 

How thither to come. 

Alcuin, ^h Century. 

THE ELOQUENCE OF DEATH. 

J^INGS and princes of the world have always laid 
before them the actions, but n^t the ends, of those 
great ones which preceded them. They are always 
transported with the glory of the one, but they never 
mind the misery of the other, till they find the 
experience in themselves. They neglect the advice 
of God while they enjoy life, or hope it ; but they 
follow the counsel of Death upon his first approach. 
It is he that puts into man all the wisdom of the 
world, without speaking a word, which God, with all 
the words of His law, promises, or threats, doth not 
^use. Death, which hateth, destroyeth man, is 
believed ; God, which hath made him and loves him. 
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is always deferred. 'I have considered,' saith Solomon, 
' all the works that are under the son, and behold, all 
is Tanity and vexation of spirit.' But who belieires it 
till Death tells it us ? It was death which, opening 
the conscience of Charles the Fifth, made him enjoin 
his son Philip to restore XaTarre ; and King Francis 
the First of France to command that justice should 
be done upon the murderers of the Protestants in 
Merindol and Cabrieres, which till then he neglected* 
It is therefore Death alone that can suddenly make 
man know himsell He tells the proud and insolent 
that they are but abjects, and humbles them at tlie 
instant, makes them cry, complain, and repent, yea, 
even to hate their forepassed happiness. He takes 
the account of the rich and proves him a beggar, a 
naked beggar, which hath interest in nothing but 
in the graTel that fills his mouth. He holds a glass 
before the eyes of the most beautiful, and makes 
them see therein their deformity and rottenness, and 
they acknowledge it. 

O eloquent, just, and mighty Death! — whom none 
could advise, — thou hast persuaded; what none hath 
dared, — thou hast done ; and whom all the world hath 
flattered, — thou only hast cast out of the world and 
despised. Thou hast drawn together all the far- 
stretched greatness, all the pride, cruelty, and ambi- 
tion of man, and covered it all over with these two 
narrow words, Htcjdcet 

Sr W. Raleigh, 1552. 
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DEPARTED FRIENDS. 

JI^HET are all gone into the world of light ! 

And I alone sit lingering here ; 
Their very memory is fair and bright, 
And my sad thoughts doth clear. 

It glows and glitters in my cloudy breast, 

Like stars upon some gloomy grove. 
Or those faint beams in which this hill is dressed. 

After the sun's remove. 

I see them walking in an air of glory, 
Whose light doth trample on my days ; 

My days which are at best but dull and hoary. 
Mere glimmering and decays. 

O holy Hope ! and high Humility ! 

High as the heavens above ! 
These are your walks, and you have showed them me 

To kindle my cold love. 

Dear, beauteous Death, the jewel of the just ! 

Shining nowhere but in the dark ; 
What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust, 

Gould man out-look that mark ! 

He that hath found some fledg'd bird's nest may 
At first sight if the bird be flown ; [know 

But what fair dell or grove he sings in now, 
That is to him unknown. 
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If a bright star were closed up in a tomb, 
Her captive flames must needs bum there ; 

But when the hand that lock'd her up gives roomy 
She'll shine through all the sphere. 

Father of eternal life, and all 

Created glories under Thee ! 

Resume Thy spirit from this world of thrall 

Into true liberty ! 

Hy, Vaughan, 1621. 

Man is a summer's day, whose youth and fire 
Cool to a glorious evening, and expire. 

Forget not Deaths man ! for thou may'st be 
Of one thing certain, — he forgets not thee. 

JJENCEFORTH I fly not Death, nor would prolong 

Life much ; bent, rather, how I may be quit. 
Fairest and easiest, of this cimibrous charge, 
Which I must keep till my appointed day 
Of rendering up, and patiently attend 
My dissolution. • • • 

Nor love thy life, nor hate ; but what thou liv'st 
Live well ; how long, or short, permit to heaven, 

MiUon, 
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THE DEATH OF THE BIGHTEOUS. 

WHEN thus the door is shut at last, 

And we sit musing on the past, 

Keleas'd from things that cheat the sight, 

We seem to judge of life aright ; 

We seem with them whose day is o'er 

To sit upon the eternal shore, 

Safe from the tumult and the wave. 

And learn the wisdom of the grave. 

Preach, read, and study as we will. 

Death is the mighty Teacher stilL 

Here something of celestial light 

Seems to break in upon the sight ; 

We seem to see as angels see. 

Taught somewhat of the mystery 

Of them, who, gathered to the fold. 

Afar this troubled scene behold ; 

Where things of earth no more can charm, 

Nor wake their wonder and alarm, 

No more can their affections mock ; 

While, hid within their sheltering Eock, 

They hear the passing tempest roar- 

Hear the turmoil without the door. 

Which shakes their faithless hearts no more. 

Amuse our fancies as we will. 

Death is the mighty Teacher still ; 

Dispute, debate we as we may. 

His is the wisdom none gainsay. 

/. WiUiafM, 
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REJUVENESCENCE. 

THE most glorious principle of nature, impressed 
upon its every object, Life and Death, them- 
selves are only other names for Rejuvenescence; 
the history of the world and of its contents, in all 
their variety and phases, is no more than the history 
of its operation ; the one great poetic idea of the 
universe. All phenomena and splendours, spiritual 
as well as material, are but parts and elements of it, 
illustrating and adorning its different modes. Every- 
where, since the first morning, has youth been 
incessantly bursting forth, and creation beginning 
afresh. ^ The universe, open to the eye to-day, looks 
as it did a thousand years ago : the morning hymn 
of Milton does but tell the beauty with which our 
own familiar sun dressed the earliest fields and 
gardens of the world ; ' all things, says the Apostle, 
* continue as they were from the beginning of 
creation.' True, there is continual dismemberment 
and disintegration ; the flower fades, the animal 
falls to dust, but this is not death, — ^it is merely the 
casting away of worn-out vestures, in order that new 
may be put on. . • • Anything that looks like death 
is a token and certificate of life being about to start 
anew and invigorated. Every end is also a begin- 
ning ; all things in the world are striving to begin 
as well as to finish ; marriage once more is the type 
and exponent. So far from being the destroyer of 
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life, death, rightly viewed, is its nourisher and 
aliment. A thing does not perish in order that it 
may no longer exist, but that another of the same or 
Bimilar kind may enter fresh and beautiful upon the 
scene, and thus virtually perpetuate the original. 
' All death in nature is life, and in death appears 
visibly the advancement of life. It is not death 
i?rhich kills, but the higher life which, concealed 
behind the other, begins to dcA'clop itself. Death 
and birth are but the struggle of life with itself to 
attain a higher form.* Granted, we do not perceive 
it to be so if we look at things merely with the out- 
ward senses : we perceive it in the degree that our 
own minds are alive, and apt, from culture and 
sincere and fervent aspiration after truth, to reju- 
venise in themselves. Everything is alive to the 
living mind. Death is abundant in proportion as the 
mind is dead. Sleep was beautifully called *the 
minor mystery of death;' since the seeming sus- 
pension of life, during the stillness of slumber, is the 
pathway to restoration of its powers, and thus a pre- 
figurement of what death is designed for. The 
highest rejuvenescence of all is man's return to youth 
in heaven. Some people think, weakly, that death 
is the only reality in life : happier are those who see 
and feel that life is the true reality in death ! Why, 
then, call it death ? and why mourn and weep for 
those who return to the spring-time of existence? 
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Why complain that we ourselves seem to be so soon 
taken from this land of tombs, and replaced in the 
golden comitry of our pristine hopes and imaginings? 

^ Leo H. Grindon. 

TT is strange that Death should be such a stranger 
to thee when he so daily visits those that neigh- 
bour near thee. 

Hu Penitent PUgrim, 

AN EPITAPH. 

QTOP, Christian, here, and deign to look 

On one without a name, 
Ne'er entered in the ample book 
Of fortime, or of fame. 

Studious of peace, he hated strife. 

Meek virtues filled his breast ; 
His coat of arms, a spotless life, — 

An honest heart, his crest. 

Quartered therewith was innocence, 

And thus his motto ran, — 
A conscience void of all offence 

Before both God and man. 

In the great day of wrath, tho' pride 

Now scorns his pedigree, 
Thousands shall wish 

They'd been allied to this great family. 
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DEATH'S TRIUMPHS. 

T^HE glories of our birth and state 

Are shadows, not substantial things ; 
There is no armour against fate ; 
Death lays his icy hands on kings. 
Sceptre and crown 
Must tumble down, 
And in the dust be equal made 
With the poor crooked scythe and spade. 

Some men with swords may reap the field, 
And plant fresh laurels where they kill. 
But their strong nerves at last must yield ; 
They tame but one another stilL 
Early or late, 
They stoop to fate. 
And must give up their murmuring breath, 
When they — ^pale captives I creep to death. 

The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boast no more your mighty deeds ; 
Upon Death's purple altar now, 
See where the victim victor bleeda. 
All heads must come 
To the cold tomb ; 
Only the actions of the just 
Smell sweet and blossom in the dust 

James Shirley y nth Century, 
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YyiiY all this toil for triumplis of an liour P 

Whaty tho' he wade in wealth or soar in fame, 
Earth's highest station ends in, — ^ Here he lies/ 
And — * Dust to dust/ conclndes her noblest song. 

Young. 

WISHES ABOUT DEATH. 

T WISH to have no wishes left. 

But to leave all to Thee ; 
And yet I wish that Thou shouldst will 
Things that I wish should be. 

And these two wills I feel within. 

When on my death I muse ; 
But, Lord ! I have a death to die. 

And not a death to choose. 

Why should I choose ? for in Thy love 

Most surely I descry 
A gentler death than I myself 

Should dare to ask to die. 

But Thou wilt not disdain to hear 

What those few wishes are. 
Which I abandon to Thy love. 

And to Thy wiser care. 

I would the light of reason, Lord, 

Up to the last might shine. 
That my own hands might hold my soul 

Until it passed to Thine. 
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But when, and where, and by what pain — 

All this is one to me : 
I only long for such a death 

As most shall honour Thee. 

Long life dismays me, by the sense 

Of my own weakness scared : 

And by Thy grace a sudden death 

Need not be imprepared. 

Faher. 

The following Stanzas are from the celebrated German 
' Funeral Hymn,' of Sachs : — 

rjOME forth ! come on, with solemn song ! 

The road is short, the rest is long ; 
The Lord brought here. He calls away ! 

Make no delay. 
This home was for a passing day. 

Here in an inn a stranger dwelt ; 
Here joy and grief by turns he felt ; 
Poor dwelling, now we close thy door ! 

The task is o'er. 
The sojourner returns no more. 

Now of a lasting home possessed, 

He goes to seek a deeper rest ; 

Good night ! the day was sultry here, 

In toil and fear ; 
Good night ! the night is cool and clear. 
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suspmiA. 

'PAKE them, Death, and bear away whatever 

thou canst call thy own, — 
Thine image, stamped upon this clay, doth give thee 

that, but that alone ! 
Take them, Grave ! and let them lie, folded upon 

thy narrow shelves. 
As garments by the soul laid by, and precious only 

to ourselves. 
Take them, great Eternity ! our little life is but a 

gust, 

That bends the branches of thy tree, and trails its 

blossoms in the dust ! 

LoTigfellow. 

THE DEATH OF JACOB. 

T SAW the Syrian simset's meteor crown 

Hang over Bethel for a little space ; 
I saw a gentle wandering boy lie down. 
With tears upon his face. 

Sheer up the fathomless, transparent blue, 
Bose jasper battlement and crystal wall ; 

Rung all the night air, pierced through and through. 
With harps angelical. 
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And a great ladder was set up the while, 

From earth to heaven, with angels on each round; 

Sarks, that bore precious freight to earth's far isle. 
Or sailed back homeward bound. 

Ah ! many a time we look on star-lit nights 

Up to the sky, as Jacob did of old ; 
LiOok longing up to the eternal lights 

To spell their lines of gold. 

But never more, as to the Hebrew boy, 
Each on his way, the angels walk abroad. 

And never more we hear, with awful joy. 
The audible voice of God. 

Yet to pure eyes the ladder still is set, 

And angel visitants still come and go ; 

Many bright messengers are moving yet, 

From the dark world below. 

JRev, William Alexander. 



* 



■P EST, weary soul ! 

The penalty is borne, the ransom paid, 
For all the sins full satisfaction made ; 
Strive not to do thyself what Christ has done. 
Claim the free gift, and make the joy thine own ; 
No more by pangs of guilt and fear distrest, 

Best, sweetly rest ! 
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"WHY weepest thou ? Whom seekest thou ? — ^the 

living with the dead ? 
Take young spring flowers and deck thy brow, for 
life with joy is wed. 
The grave is now the grave no more, 
Why fear to pass that bridal-chamber door P 



* 



It has been remarked of Gray's Elegy, that there is no 
mtimation of a ' life beyond life.' This omission and 
defect, in one of the grandest odes of English antho- 
logy, has tempted an American pen to supply. 

^HOUGH they, each tone of human lore un- 
known. 

The brilliant path of science never trod, 
The sacred volume claimed their hearts alone. 

Which taught the way to glory and to God. 

Here they from Truth's eternal fountain drew 
The pure and gladdening waters, day by day ; 

Learnt, since our days were evil, fleet, and few, 
To walk in wisdom's bright and peaceful way. 

When life flowed by, and, like an angel. Death 
Came to release them to the world on high, 

Praise trembled still on each expiring, breath. 
And holy triumph beamed from every eye. 
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Then gentle hands ' their dust to dust consign/ 
With quiet tears the simple rites are said, — 

And here they sleep, till, at the trump divine, 
The earth and oeean render up their dead I 

QH, say ! is it to die 

To wear the Saviour's radiant form of brightness, 

To see Him as He is, with glory crowned ; 
To stand in robes of pure, unspotted whiteness. 

Joining the songs of happy saints above P 

No-! no ! we cannot die ; 
In death's unrobing room we strip from round us 

The garments of mortality and earth ; 
And breaking from the embryo state that bound us, 

Our day of dying is our day of birth ! 

J. H. Newman. 

T HOLD it true, whate'er befall. 

And feel it when I sorrow most, 
*Tis better to have loved and lost, 
Than never to have loved at all. 
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WAKDERING DOWN. 

T AM wandering down life's shady path- 

Slowly, dowly, wandering down ; 
I am wandering down life's rugged path- 
Gently, gently, wandering down. 

Mom, with its store of buds and dew. 

Lies far behind me now ; 
Mom, with its wealth of song and light. 

Lies in the distance now. 

'Tis the mellow flush of sunset now, 
'Tis the shadow and the cloud ; 

'Tis the dimness of the dying eve, 
'Tis the valley and the cloud. 

'Tis the dreamy haze of twilight now, 

'lis the hour of silent trust ; 
'Tis the solemn hue of fading skies, 

'Tis the time of tranquil trust. 

The pleasant heights of breezy life. 
The pleasant heights are past ; 

The sunny slopes of buoyant life — 
The sunny slopes are past. 

I shall rest in yon lone valley soon. 

There sleep my toil away ; 
I shall rest in yon sweet valley soon. 

There sleep my tears away. 
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One little hour will soothe away 
Time's months of care and pain ; 

One quiet hour will dream away 
Time's years of care and pain. 

Laid side by side with those I love. 
How calm that rest shall be ! 

Laid by the side of those I love. 
How sweet that rest shall be ! 

I shall rise and put on glory 
When dawns that blessed mom ; 

I shall rise and put on beauty 
To meet that glorious mom. 

I shall moimt to yon fair city, 
The dwelling of the blest ; 

I shall enter yon bright city, 
The palace of the blest. 

I shall meet the many parted ones 

In that one Home of joy ; 
Lost love for ever found again 

In that dear Home of joy. 

We have shared one earthly sorrow. 

Each with the other here ; 
We shall share one heavenly gladness, 

Each with the other there. 
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We have mingled tears together, — 
We shall mingle smiles and song ; 

We have mingled sighs together, — 
We shall mingle endless song. 

Anon, 

CALL THEM NOT DEAD ! 

rjALL them not dead! — the faithful whom 

Green earth closed lately o'er, 
Nor search within the silent tomb 

For those who * die no more.' 
The cold earth hides them from our love, 
But not from His who reigns above. 

We saw the momentary cloud. 

The pale eclipse of mind. 
From earthly sight, that came to shroud 

The deathless ray behind. 
A moment more, the shade is gone, — 
The sun, the spirit, bumeth on. 

To die : 'tis but to pass, all free. 

From Death's dominion here. 
To burst the bonds of earth, and flee 

From every mortal fear ; 
To plunge within the gulf untried. 
And stand beyond it, glorified. 
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The following is Elopstock's M(yrgenlied (Morning Hymn). 
His poetry, as well as his patriotism, had its root 
in that sublime moral and religious faith which his 
Messiah celebrates ; and he it was who, along with 
Gellert, lent to modem German poetry that dignified, 
earnest, and pious character, which it has never lost 
again : — 

TSTHEN I rise again to life from the tranquil sleep 

of death. 
And, released from earthly strife, breathe that morn- 
ing's balmy breath. 
I shall wake to other thought : 
The race is run, the fight is fought ; 
And the pilgrim's cares are dreams. 
When the dawn of morning gleams. 
Help, that no departed day, God of endless life and 

joy, 

To the righteous Judge may say, 'twas profaned by 
my employ. 
To another mom I wake. 
And to Thee my offering make ; 
Oh, may all my days that flee, 
Joys and sorrows, lead to Thee. 

It is not exile, rest on high ; it is not sadness, peace 

from strife : 

To fall asleep is not to die, to dwell with Christ is 

better life. 

J. M. Neale, 



220 ]9a00eli %D{tf|{tt tfie WtH 



THE SOUL'S FABEWELL TO EAETH ! 

T^HINK, O my soul, of the glorious world wliicli 
thou art now aspiring to ; yea, whereinto thou 
art now entering. There fix thyself, never to be 
removed. Look down upon these inferior things 
with an overt contempt : forget what is past as if 
it had never been. Bid a willing farewell to this 
visible world, wherein thy Creator hath a just interest 
of glory, for that the substance of it is the wondrous 
workmanship of His hands: so Satan, styled the 
prince of it, claimeth no small share, in regard of its 
sinful depravation. 

Farewell, then, ye frivolous and windy honours, 
whose management is ever wont to be in other hands, 
not in our own ; which have ever been no less fickle 
than the breath ye have depended upon ; whose chief 
use hath been temptation ; to puff up the heart with 
a proud conceit of eminence above others, not re- 
quiting, in the meanwhile, the danger with any 
solid contentment. 

Farewell, ye deceitful riches, which, when we 
have, we cannot hold ; and even while we hold we 
cannot enjoy ; and, if we offer and affect to enjoy, 
is it not with our spiritual loss P for what love we 
yield to cast away upon you we abate to Him that is 
the true and all-sufficient good. More than for neces- 
sary good we are never the better for you, oftentimes 
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the worse ; your load is more uneasy than your worth 
is precious. 

Farewell, pleasures, if ever I knew what you 
were, which have always wont to afford more sting 
than honey ; which, under a pretence to delight, hath 
enervated the mind and made it disrelish spiritual 
joys; where your expectation hath heen somewhat 
delightful, your fruition hath heen unsatisfjong, your 
loss displeasing, your rememhrance irksome. 

Farewell, friends, some of whose un&ithfulness 
hath helped to add to my load which the fidelity of 
others had not power to ease; whose love might 
condole my shipwreck, hut could not spare me a 
plank to swim to shore ; shortly, whose common 
misery may he more ready to receive, than give 
comfort. 

The honour, that now I reach unto, is no less than 
a crown, and that not fading and corruptihle as all 
these earthly diadems are, hut unfading and eternal 
— a crown of righteousness — a crown of glory. 

The riches that I am now longing for are not 
such that are digged out of the hase entrails of the 
earth, ohnoxious to spoil and plunder, but treasures 
laid up in heaven. The pleasures that I now affect 
are the fulness of joy at the right hand of the 
Almighty for evermore. 

The friends that I ambitiously sue for are those 
that shall receive me into everlasting habitationa. 
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Lastly, fuewell Taniahmg life, and welcome 
blessed eternity ! Even so. Lord Jesos, oome quickly. 

BuhopffaU. 

"^^HES this passing world is done. 

When has sunk yon glaring son. 
When we stand with Christ in glory. 
Looking o'er life's finished story,— 
Then, Lord, shall I fully know — 
Not till then — ^how much I owe ! 

ff. Bonar, 
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Nothing is there to come, and nothing past. 
But an eternal Now doth always last. 

Cowley, 1618. 

n^HERE shines no sun by day, no moon by night ; 

The palace glory is the palace light : 
There is no time to measure motion by ; 
There time is swallow'd in eternity : 
And lumpish sorrow, and degenerous fear. 
Are banish'd thence, and death's a stranger there ; 
But simple love, and sempiternal joys. 
Whose sweetness neyer gluts, nor fulness cloys ; 
Where, face to face, our ravish'd eye shall see 
Great Elohim, that glorious One in Three, 
And Three in One; and seeing Him, shall bless Him; 
And blessing, love Him ; and in love, possess Him. 
Here stay, my soul, and ravish'd in relation, 
The words being spent, spend now in contemplation. 

Quarles, 1592. 
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HEBE AXD THEBE. 



Eft hoik met jeeM, mar ear heard^ neiiker lutve entered into 
Uu heart of mam, tke things tehiek God hath prepared 
frjr tkem that lotte Himi' 

IVHAT no hmnaii eye hath seen. 

What no mortal ear hath heard. 
What on thought hath never been. 
In its noblest flights conferred ; 
This has God prepared in store 
For His people evennore ! 

When the shaded pilgrim land 

Fades before my closing eye. 
Then rereal'd on either hand 

Heaven's own scenery shall lie ; 
Then the veQ of flesh shall fall, 
Now concealing, darkening alL 

Heavenly landscapes calmly bright, 
Lafe's pure river murmuring low. 

Forms of lovdiness and light. 
Lost to earth long time ago. 

Tes, mine own, lamented long. 

Shine amid the angel throng ! 

Many a joyful sight was giv^ 

Many a lovely vision here, — 
HiU and vale, and starry even. 

Friendship's smile. Affection's tear ; 
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These were shadows, sent in love, 
Of realities above ! 

When upon my wearied ear 

Earth's last echoes faintly die, 
Then shall angel harps draw near. 

All the chorus of the sky ; 
Long-hushed voices blend again. 
Sweetly in that welcome strain. 

Here were sweet and varied tones, 
Birds, and breeze, and foimtain's fall, 

Yet creation's travail groans, 
Ever sadly sigh'd through all ; 

There no discord jars the air. 

Harmony is perfect there. 

When this aching heart shall rest. 

All its busy pulses o'er. 
From her mortal robes undrest. 

Shall my spirit upward soar. 
Then shall unimagined joy 
All my thoughts and powers employ. 

Here devotion's healing balm 
Often comes to soothe my breast ; 

Hours of deep and holy calm, 
Earnests of eternal rest. 

But the bliss was here unknown, 

Which shall there be all my own ! 

Q 
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Jesus reigns, — ^the Life, the Sun, 
Of that wondrous world above ; 

All the clouds and storms are gone. 
All is light, and all is love. 

All the shadows melt away 

In the blaze of perfect day. 

Lange, — Hymaufrom the Land of LtUher, 

THE Ciry OP GOD. 

VES, I need thee, heavenly city, my low spirit to 

upbear; 
Yes, I need thee, earth's enchantments so beguile me 

with their glare : 
Let me see thee, then these fetters break asunder, I 

am free. 
Then this pomp no longer chains me, faith hath won 

the Tictory ! 
Heir of glory ! that shall be for thee and me ! 

Soon where earthly beauty blinds not, no excess of 

brilliance palls ; 
Salem ! city of the holy ! we shall be within thy 

walls; 
There beside yon crystal river, there beneath life's 

wondrous tree, — 
There, with nought to cloud or sever, ever with the 

Lamb to be ! 
Heir of glory ! that shall be for thee and me ! 
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g WEET Jesus, the Word of the Father, the bright- 
ness of paternal glory, whom angels delight to 
view, teach me to do Thy will; that, led by Thy good 
Spirit, I may come to that blessed city, where day is 
eternal, where there is certain security, and secure 
eternity; and eternal peace, and peaceful happiness. 

St Gregory, 644. 

* In My Father^ 8 hxmse are nmny mansions,' 

"VTEW mansion of new people, whom God's own 

love and light 
Promote, increase, make holy, identify, unite ! 
Thou city of the angels I thou city of the Lord ! 
Whose everlasting music is the glorious decachord ! 
And there the band of prophets \mited praise ascribes, 
And there the twelvefold charms of Israers ransomed 

tribes. 
The lily-beds of virgins, the roses martyr glow. 
The cohort of the fathers, who kept the faith below. 
And there the Sole-begotten is Lord in regal state, — 
He, Judah's mystic Lion, — He, Lamb Immaculate. 
fields that know no sorrow I state that fears no 

strife I 
princely bowers ! land of flowers ! realm and 

home of life ! ^ 

St. Bernard, — Translated by Neale, 
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The following sweet sUnsis, which seem not inappropriate 
here, are taken from the poem with which Mr. Morley 
doses his interesting work entitled. Library of English 
lAUraturt. 

T'HE voices of our fathers gone before. 

Float back to us wbo struggle in the rear; 
Sobdned by distance ever more and more. 

The purest notes are those that reach the ear. 

The voices of our &tber8 gone before. 

Stay here to help ns with their music thus ; 

What voice of ours, abiding evermore. 
Shall help the dear ones who come after us ? 

Our days are few, but yet a little more. 
Help us to leave our children, ere we die. 

Of treasure added to the only store. 

That serves to build the home beyond the sky. 

Desire is faint, we totter at the gate 

Of this world's home, in passing out to Thee ; 

When Thou art nearest we lament our fate. 

Thy stretched-out arm our dim eyes hardly see. 

Teach, Father, God, our children how to pass 
From earth to heaven as from home to home. 

The earth they leave reflecting as a glass 
Its image of the peace to which they come. 

H. Morley, 
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Conclusion* 



I^IBVER should it be forgotten, that among the 
royalties and beatitudes of that world of light 
and life, eTermore the Toioe of holy psalm and glad 
hosanna thrills the happy spirits of its redeemed 
and rejoicing midtitndesy with an ecstasy of bliss 
altogether unknown to the denizens of this shadowy, 
sin-smitten world of ours. Would we, then, aspire 
to the true nobility of Christian life, while we 
cherish chiefly the rich treasury of Diyine Truth 
enshrined in the sacred oracles, let us not hold in 
small esteem their spiritual teachings, conveyed to 
us by these beautiful translations into song. 

* God sent His singen npoaa. earth. 
With songs of sadness and of mirth. 
That they might touch the hearts of men. 
And bring them hAtk to heayen again.' 

Then, even, as a wayside sacrament will these 
persuasiTe measures prove to us, along our pilgrim- 
path, brightening and beautifying our dark and 
shady places, and as by a divine alchemy, trans- 
muting our bitterest sorrows into serenest joya 
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Let memory be but true to her trust, and among 
the choicefit of her spoils^ as a celestial benison, will 
be the precious legacy thus bequeathed to us by the 
gifted and the good; the priesthood of holy song. 
Like some saintly evangel will these sweet lyrics 
ofttimes prove their potency, by urging our dull 
souls, full-panoplied for the warfare — with sandal- 
shoon and pilgrim-staff — onward and upward in the 
divine life; till, leaving the discordant accompani- 
ments of earth all forgotten, we attain to where 

^ No groans shaU mingle with the songs 
Which warble from immortal tongues.' 

F, Saunders, 
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A king for earthly wisdom prayed ,S7 

A poor wayfaring man of grief 170 

A solemn murmur in the soul 19;] 

Abou Ben Adhem I77 

All is best, though we oft doubt 133 

Although the fig-tree shall not blossom . . . .129 

Amidst my list of blessings infinite 109 

And when the closing hour 195 

Art thou weary, art thou languid P 82 

As in the air th' high-soaring eagle scuds ... 54 

Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever . . I4 

Be prayerful 60 

Blame not a sister, if her way 23 

By all means, use sometimes to be alone .... 106 

Call them not efeo^ / 218 

Can I see another's woe ? 77 

Come forth ! come on, with solemn song! . . .211 

Come, gladly let us onward 17q 

Deal gently with the erring gg 

Did I this day, for small or great 7] 

Does the road wind up-hill all the way P .... 120 

Extol not riches, then, the toil of fools .... loo 
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Faithful found ^^ 

Father, my way is dark and wild 124 

Fierce was the wild billow, dark was the night . .162 

First worship God ^ 

Fly from the crowd, and be to virtue true . . . 162 

Forget not Z)«flrfA, O man ! 204 

For love unf athomed, ceaseless, free .... 179 

For Nature in man's heart her laws doth put . . . 105 

For the man whose heart and eye 1« ^ 

Full of vows and full of labour 20 

Give me my scallop-shell of quiet 164 

Give what thou wilt ^ 

Give words, kind words, to those who err . . . 174 

Go forth, my heart, and seek delight .... 181 

Good with bad ^ 

Hast thou been lured by pleasure gay .... 96 

Hast thou within a care so deep 122 

He is a path, if any be misled 197 

He is gone ! Heaven's will is best 68 

He is the freeman whom the truth makes free . . 165 

He most lives 10 

He oft finds medicine, who his grief imparts ... 75 

He that makes the world his nest 54 

Henceforth I fly not death 204 

How happy is he bom and taught 167 

How many things .....••• Iw 

How oft our hearts will whisper .....* 130 

I am a prince 168 

I am wandering down life's shady path . . . .216 

I give myself to prayer 61 

I have nothing to do with to-morrow .... 130 
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I hold it true, whate'er befall 215 

I hold the sacred Book of God 36 

I know not what may befall me 136 

I look to Thee in every need 134 

I love to sing when I am glad 179 

I saw the Syrian sunset's meteor crown . . . .212 
I slept, and dreamt that life was beauty . . . .18 

I wish to have no wishes left 210 

If I am right, Thy grace impart 108 

If thou art merry, here are airs 1 

If thou be one whose heart the holy forms ... 72 

If thou delight in quietness of life 162 

If thou well observe 89 

ni hope no more 161 

ni trust my great Physician's skill 136 

In the trials to be suffered . . . . *. .123 

Is this a fast ? 81 

It is not exile, rest on high 219 

It seems, to me * 13 

Largely Thou givest, gracious Lord 101 

Led by kindlier Hand than ours 119 

Let us look to the home 201 

Life, I repeat, is energy of love 174 

Life is but a weary chafing 14 

Life is real I life is earnest I 16 

Lord, I have left my prayer with Thee .... 62 

Lord Jesus, I have nought to plead 86 

Man is a summer's day 204 

Man's life's a book of history 24 

' My birthday ! ' What a different sound ... 21 

My conscience is mj crown 88 

My crown is in my heart 149 
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My God ! how wonderful Thou art .... 175 

My God, I thank Thee 182 

My mind to me a kingdom is 143 

My soul, there is a country 161 

New mansion of new people 227 

No golden dreams of heavenly plains .... 154 

Not from the flowers of earth 200 

Not noWf my child 78 

Not on a prayerless bed 59 

Nothing is there to come 223 

Oft had I prayed, believing prayed 61 

Oh, ask not, hope thou not, too much .... 76 

Oh, eyes that ache with the burden .... 85 

Oh, happy he that can disdain and deem .... 53 

Oh, I could go thro' all life's troubles singing ... 73 

Oh, it is hard to work for God 131 

Oh, say I is it to die ? 216 

Oh I square thyself for use 7 

Oh t sweetest words that Jesus could have sought . . 153 

Oh t Thou whose bounty fills my cup .... 114 

O Lord, direct me in the use 108 

O man, while in thy early years 187 

O Time ! than gold more sacred 185 

On all-important time 187 

On — onward borne by mighty wings .... 189 

One by one the sands are flowing 15 

Our wit is given. Almighty God to know ... 43 

Patience is more oft the exercise 109 

Perhaps you think me bold 3 

Pilgrim of earth ! who art journeying to heaven . * 84 

Pray ; though the gift you ask for 60 
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ftemember, love, who gave you this .... 38 

Kesolve the best to do 16 

JRest is not quitting the busy career . . . . 200 

Rest, weary soul ! . . . ■ 213 

Roll on, thou sun, for ever roll 183 

Seek not of evil root . . . . . . .93 

Seemeth not Love at times so occupied .... 169 

She has chosen the world 55 

Shun delays, they breed remorse 188 

So should we live that every hour 23 

Some murmur when their sky is clear .... 150 
' Speak, for Thy servant heareth. Lord I ' . . .31 

Still as of old. Thy precious word 63 

Stone walls do not a prison make 166 

Stop, Christian, here, and deign to look .... 208 

Sweet Peace, where dost thou dwell P . . . . 163 

Swiftly water sweepeth by 63 

Take them, Death 212 

Teach me, my GK)d and King 65 

Thank God, for other feet that be 194 

That peace — but who may claim it P . . . . 159 

The Autumn wind is moaning low 110 

The bond-servant of Love alone is free .... 166 

The fool that is unfortunately rich 99 

The glories of our birth and state 209 

The good that one man flings aside 147 

The groves were God*s first temples .... 94 

The human heart has hidden treasures .... 126 

The lovely loy so fiercely sought 56 

The meanest creature of His care 97 

The seas are quiet when the winds are o'er . . . 196 

The Shadow of the Rock I 197 
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The Bpring-tide hour brings leaf and flower 

The voices of our fathers gone before 

The world's chief idol, nurse of fretting cares 

The world's a garden .... 

The wounded heart is prone to entertain 

There are, in this loud, stunning tide 

There are three lessons I would write 

There he stands in superhuman calm 

There is a calm the poor in spirit know . 

There is some soul of goodness in things evil 

There shines no sun by day 

They are all gone into the world of light 

They call thee rich, I deem thee poor 

Thou ask'st why Christ .... 

Thou hidden love of God, whose height . 

Thou little flock, whose Shepherd is above 

Though scoffers ask, ' Where is your gainP ' 

Though they, each tone of human lore unknown 

Thy neighbour ? — it is he whom thou 

Time to Record is mine .... 

'Tis not the blood-stained vest alone • 

'Tis not the number of the lines 

Two mites, two drops .... 

Two went to pray 



Voyager on life's troubled sea 



We thank Thee, Lord, for weary days . 

What are we set on earth for ? . v 

What ! gazing on your Saviour's face P . 

What no human eye hath seen 

What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted P 

Whene'er a noble deed is wrought . 

When I rise again to life 
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When these brief trial days are spent . . . .117 

When this passing worid is done 222 

When thou hast thanked thy God 147 

When thus the door is shut at last 205 

When we cannot see our way 125 

Who seeks in weakness an excuse 19 

Whoso has felt the Spirit of the Highest ... 64 

Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? . . . 210 

Why dost thou wound my woimds ? .... 76 

Why sitt'st thou by that ruined hall P .... 192 

Why weepest thou ? 214 

Will makes the man 17 

Within this awful volume lies 35 

Yes, I need thee, heavenly city 226 

Yet, O Time I attend my prayer 195 

Yet still there whispers the small voice within . . 106 

' You are old, Father William * 193 

Zeal and duty are not slow . . ... 69 
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The Sheltering Vine. 

Selections by the late Countess of Northbsk. 
With an Introduction by the Most Rev. R. C. Trench, D.D. 
Archbishop of Dublin, xoth Thousand. 2 vols, small 8vo. 10s. 6d, 
Volume I., 6s. ; Volume II. (on the Loss of Friends), 45. 6d. 
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atdy, how Christian people may fail to find their Saviour's strength by not seeking 
more than His strength, that is Himsdf. The strength is to come, not firom 
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6. Prayers for Family Use. 

With an Address by the Rev. Canon Jambs. New Edition, fcap. 8vo. cloth, xx. 

* Not only the well-chosen prayors, but his practical address on the value of 
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7. The City which hath Foundations. 

With an Introductory Letter by the Right Hon. Sir John Taylor Coleridge. 
Cheaper EditioHt \Zmo. Utnp cloth, xx. 
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Or, Ministry for Christ in our Daily Life. 
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